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CHAPTER I 
at e 
“MY AUNT ENTICKNAPP” 


Susan?” 

“No, indeed! My mistress will have 
enough on her hands as it is, what with the 
journey, and poor Master Freddie such a care 
an’ all, an’ so helpless. I don’t deny I’ve a 
sinkin’ myself when I think of it; but if it’s 
to do the poor child good, I’m not the one to 
stand in his way.” 

“Where’s she to stay, then, while youre all 
away?” 
“With an aunt of Missis’ at Ramsgate. An 
old lady by what I heat,” 
“Por little thing!” 
Susan heard all this; for, though she was snugly 
curled up in her little bed at the other end of the 
room, she was not asleep. _Now and then she 
opened her eyes drowsily and peeped from the 
| “ ‘ 


S there ain’t no idea, then, of takin’ Miss *% 
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10 SUSAN LISTENS. 


bed-clothes, which nearly covered her round face, 
at Nurse and Maria bending over their work by 
the fire. There was only one candle on the table, 
and they poked their heads so near the flame as 
they talked that she wondered the caps did not 
catch light, particularly Maria’s, which was very 
high and fussy in front. Susan began to cunt 
the narrow escapes she had, but before she had 
got far she became so interested in the conversa- 
tion that she gave it up. 

Not that they said anything at all new to her, 
for it had been settled long ago, and her mother 
often talked about it. Susan knew it all as well 
as possible. How the doctor had said that Freddie, 
her elder brother, who was always ill and weakly, 
must now be taken out of England to a warm 
climate for the winter months. She had heard 
her mother say what a long journey it would be, 
how much it would cost, how difficult it was to 
leave London; and yet it was the only chance for 
Freddie, and so it must be done. She knew that 


‘very soon they were to start, and Nurse was to go 


too; but she herself was to be left behind, with 
an old lady she had never seen, all the time they 
were gone. 

But although she knew all this she had not 
felt that it was a thing to dread, or that she was 
much to be pitied; she had even looked forward 
to & with a sort of pleased wonder about all the 
new things she should see and do, for this old 
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* 
lady lived by the sea-side, and Susan had never | 


been there. She had seen it in pictures and regd 
of it in story-books, and her mother had told hér 
of many pleasures she would find which were 
not to be had anywhere else. When she thought 
of ig, therefore, it was of some unknown but very 
agreeable place where she would dig in the sand 
and perhaps bathe in the sea, and pick up beauti- 
ful shells for Freddie and herself. 
To-night, however, for the first time, as she 
listened to Nurse and Maria mumbling over their 
work in the half-light, she began to think of it 
differently, and even to be a little alarmed; so 
that when Maria said, “Por little thing!” with 
such a broad accent of pity, Susan felt sorry too. 
She was a poor little thing, no doubt, to be left 
behind; and then there was another matter she 
had not thought of much—the old lady. “ My 
Aunt Enticknapp,” her mother always called her; 


a difficult and ugly name to begin with, and very — 
hard to pronounce. Would she be pleasant? or 3s 
would she be cross and full of corners like her | 


name? Whatever she, was, she was a perfect 
stranger, and Susan felt sure she should not want 
to stay with her all the winter. It was certainly 
a hard case, and the more she considered it the 
less she liked it. She wondered if Nurse and 
Maria would say anything more, but soon the 


little clock on the ae they 
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12 SUSAN MAKES UP HER Mie! -s 


. Then Susan fixed her round brown eyes on the 


glowing fire. “Por little thing!” someone seemed 
tS go on saying over and over again, each time 
more slowly. At last it got very slow indeed: 
“ Por—little—” and while she waited for it to 
say “thing,” she fell asleep. « 
But she remembered it all directly she woke 
the next morning, and made up her mind that she 
must find out more about Aunt Enticknapp than 
she had yet done. Amongst other things she 
must know her Christian name. It would not 
be very easy, because just now everyone in the 
house, and her mother above all, seemed to have 
so much to think of that they had no time to 
answer questions properly. Susan had never 
been encouraged to ask questions, and it would 
be more than usually difficult at present, for there 
was a mysterious bustle going on all over the 
house, and nothing was just as usual. She con- 


Ie » ed found strange boxes and packages in 
ale 
> , 


fferent rooms, with her mother and nurse in 


* 


_ anxious consultation over them, and she was 
allowed to go where she liked and do as she 


liked, provided only that she did not get in the 
way or give trouble; above all, she knew she 
must not ask many questions, or say “why” often, 
for that worried people more than anything. The 
governess, who came every day to teach Susan 
and Freddie, had given them her last lesson yester- 
day, and said “good-bye;”. she was not coming 
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again, she told them, for the whole winter. In - 
this state of things the only person in the houdp 
who seemed always good-tempered and ready to 
talk was Maria, the nursery-maid—perhaps she 
had not so much on her mind. It was not, 
however, at all satisfactory to make inquiries 
of Maria, for, with the best will in the world, 
and an eager desire to please, she was rather 
stupid, and could seldom give any answer worth 
having. 

So Susan had little hope of learning much about 
Aunt Enticknapp, and yet the more she thought 
of it the more she felt she must try to do so— 
even if she had to ask her mother, which she was 
afraid to do, for Mother was always so occu- 
pied and anxious about Freddie that Susan’s 
wants and wonders had to give way, or be kept 
to herself, and this she thought quite natural 
because Freddie was ill. 

After breakfast she took a doll, a small work- — 
box, and a tattered book, and settled herself 7 
quietly in her favourite corner; this was in 
Freddie’s room, between the back of his couch me 
and the wall, and though rather dark, very snug 
and private, and not too retired for her to see all 
that went on. From here she could watch her 
mother as she came in and out, and judge when 
it would be best to speak to her. Not yet evi- 
dently. Mother's face looked full of worry and 
business this morning, and if she sat down for 
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- one minute a maid-servant would be sure to ap- 
iar with “If you please, ma’am,” and then she 
would have to go away again. Susan sighed as 
she pushed her sticky needle in and out the doll’s 
frock she was making. Her mind was full of 
Aunt Enticknapp; if she was Mother's aung she 

must, of course, be very very old. Very old ladies 

ways looked cross, and were nearly always deaf. 

eht she to call her “aunt” when she spoke to 
her? What was her other name? Perhaps Freddie 
could tell her that, at any rate! She stood up 
and looked at him over the back of the sofa— 
there he was, reading as usual, with a frown on 
his white forehead, and all his thick black hair 
pushed up by his impatient hand. Freddie was 
ten, two years older than. Susan; he had never 
been able to run about and play like other boys, 
and her earliest recollection of him was that he 
was always lying on his back, and always read- 
ing. The books he liked best were those that had 
plenty of fighting and hunting and hardships in 
them. He was reading now a tale of the Coral 

Islands, and she knew quite well that he would not 

like to be disturbed. He was not always good- 

tempered, but Mother had told Susan that she 
ought to be patient with him because he was so 
often in pain. She stood there with her doll 
under her arm staring thoughtfully at him, and 
at last he turned a page. 

“Freddie!” she said very quickly, so that he 
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e 
might not have time to get interested again. 
“What do you think I ought to call her?” @ 

Freddie turned his great black eyes upon her 
with a puzzled and rather vexed look in them; it 
was a long way from the Coral Islands to Susan. 
But*she stood expecting an answer, and he said 
at last with an impatient glance at the doll: Fs 

“Call her! Oh, call her what you like!” eae 

Susan saw his mistake at once. 

“ Oh, I don’t mean the doll!” she said in a oreat 
hurry. “I mean Aunt—Aunt—Emptycap.” 

Freddie’s attention was caught at last. He put 
the book down on his knees. 

“ Aunt who?” he said with real interest in his 
voice. 

Susan knew he was going to laugh at her, and 
this she never liked. 

“You know who I mean,” she said, “it’s not 
quite the name, but it sounds like that. 1 want 
to know if I ought to call her ‘ Aunt.’” 

Freddie’s eyes twinkled, though his face was 
quite grave: 

I should just take care of one thing if I were 
you,” he said; “and that is, not to say her name 
wrong.” 

“Why?” asked Susan. 

“ Because nothing makes old ladies so angry as 
that. “Why, if you were to walk in and say, 
‘How do you do, Aunt Emptycap?’ it might 
make her cross all the time you stay.” 
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“Might it really?” said Susan. She felt a little 

btful whether Freddie was to be trusted, and 

yet he spoke as if he knew. It was something, 
however, to have made him talk about it at all. 

“She’s got another name, I suppose,” she con- 
tinued; “something easier to say. I shall cal her 
that, and then she couldn’t be angry.” 

“Qh, yes, she could,” said Freddie quickly; 
“she would think that rude, because she’s Mo- 
ther’s aunt, you know, our great aunt.” 

“Do you suppose she’s very old?” asked Susan, 
putting the next question that had filled her mind. 

“Very,” said Freddie; “and as for crossness!” 
He lifted up his eyes and hands without finishing 
the sentence. 

‘Susan felt discouraged, though she had a feel- 
ing that Freddie was “making up.” Still, what 
he said was so like what she thought of the 
matter herself that it had a great effect upon her. 

“Tf you like,” continued Freddie graciously, 
“Tl tell you just what I think she'll be like.” 

Susan nodded, though she inwardly dreaded 
the description. 

“You know,” began Freddie, opening his large 
eyes very wide, “that picture of old oe 
Holle in Grimm ? 
susan knew it very well, for it always made 

uncomfortable to look at it, and she thought 
; sometimes at night. 
“Aunt Enticknapp is something like that,” he 
(475) 


A HEAVY MIND. 17 


went on, speaking with relish in a low to 
“only uglier. With a hookier nose, and biswefe 
eyebrows, and a hump on her back. She talks 
in a croaky sort of voice like a frog, and she 
takes snuff, and carries a black stick with a silver 
top.” @ 

Susan stared at her brother without speaking, 
and clutched her doll more tightly to her chest; 
but though this terrible picture really alarmed 
her, she had a proud spirit, and was not going to 
let him know it. 

“You don’t suppose I believe that,” she said 
scornfully; “that’s only like a fairy old woman.” 

“You just wait,” said Freddie solemnly, “ till 
you get down there and see her.” 

Just then Maria came into the room with her 
bonnet on. Miss Susan was to go out with her, 


she said, and do some shopping for Nurse, and she 


must come and be dressed at once. Susan col- 
lected her property and marched out of the room, 


holding her head very high to show Freddie that — 


she did not care for what he had said; but, as 
soon as she was alone with Maria, she thought of 
it with a very heavy mind. 

Late in the afternoon of that same day she was 
sitting in the drawing-room window seat thread- 
ing beads, when Mother’s great friend came to 
pay a visit. Susan knew her very well. She as 
a lady who lived near, and often went out witl 


Mother when she had to choose a new bonnet oe 
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18 MORE MYSTERY. - 
do shopping. Her name was Mrs. Millet; but 
“Mother always called her “ dear” or “Emily.” 
Susan did not like her much; so she remained 
quietly in her corner, and hoped she would not 
be called out to say “How do you do?” It was 
a snug corner almost hidden by the window cur- 
tain, and Mother had perhaps forgotten she was 
“in the room at all. At any rate no notice was 
taken of her, and she went on happily with her 
work, but presently something in the conversa- 
tion caught her attention. 

“So you really go on Tuesday, dear?” said Mrs. 
Millet with a sigh. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Ingram; “it’s a great under- 
taking.” 

“Tt is, indeed,” agreed Mrs. Millet in a deeply 
sympathetic tone. Then, catching a glimpse of 
herself in a glass opposite, she patted her bonnet 
strings, looked more cheerful, and added, “ And 
how about Susan?” 

“She goes to Ramsgate on Monday to my 
Aunt Enticknapp.” 

“Ah,” said Mrs. Millet. “Quite satisfactory, 
I suppose?” 

“Perfectly. I heard this morning. I feared 
she might not have room because of those Bahia 
girls, you know.” 

“Exactly,” replied Mrs. Millet. “Quite desvr- 
able, I suppose?” 

“Quite. Susan, you can go upstairs now. It’s 


at 
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+ 
nearly tea-time. Clear those things away, and 
shut thé.door softly.” is 

Deeply disappointed, for she felt she had been’ 
on the very edge of hearing something about 
Aunt Enticknapp, Susan slowly put her beads 
into ghe box, and advanced to say good-bye to 
the visitor. 

“ Good-bye, darling,” said Mrs. Millet, kissing® « 
her caressingly. “Why, you are a lucky little 
girl to be going to the sea-side.” 

Her manner was always affectionate, but her 
voice never sounded kind to Susan, and these 
words did not make half the impression of Maria’s 
“ Por little thing.” 

That remark still lingered in Susan’s mind, and 
as she climbed slowly upstairs to the top of the 
house, she thought to herself that the only chance 
now of speaking to Mother was when she came 
up to see her after she was in bed. That was 
sometimes very late indeed, often when Susan 
was fast asleep, and knew nothing about it. 

“But to-night,” she said to herself, “I will 
keep awake. I'll pinch myself directly I feel 
the least bit sleepy;” for the mystery surround- 
ing Aunt Enticknapp’s house had deepened. 
Susan had now to wonder what sort of things 
Bahia girls were, and why she kept them at 
Ramsgate. 

So, after Nurse and Maria had gone downstairs, 
she lay with her eyes wide open, watching the 
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glimmering light which the lamps outside cast 
en the ceiling, and listening to the noise in the 
street below. Roll, roll, rumble, rumble, it went 
on without a break, for the house was in the 
midst of the great city of London. In the day- 
time she never noticed this noise much, leat at 
night when everything else was silent, and every- 
one was going to sleep, it was strange to think 
that it still went on and on like that. Did it 
never stop? Sometimes she had tried to keep 
awake, so that she might find out, but she had 
never been able to do it. She had always fallen 
asleep with that roll, roll, roll, sounding in her 
ears. It must be getting very late now, surely 
Mother must come soon! I'll count a hundred, 
said Susan to herself, and then I shall hear her 
coming upstairs. But when she had done there 
was no sound at all in the house; not even a door 
shutting. It was all quite quiet. 

“Can I have been asleep without knowing it?” 
she thought in alarm, and then—“can Mother 
have forgotten to come?” This last thought was 
so painful that she sat up in bed, stretched out 
her arms towards the door, and said out loud: 

“Oh, do come, Mother.” There was no answer, 
and no sound except the cinders falling in the 
grate, and the rumble of the wheels below. Susan 
gave a little sob; she felt deserted, disappointed, 
and ill-used. If only Mother would come! 

All sorts of fancies, too, began to make the 
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dark corners of the room dreadful, and chief 
amongst them loomed the form of Aunt Entick% 
happ just as Freddie had pictured her that day. 
In another minute Susan felt she should scream 
out with fear; but she must not do it, because it 
woul@ frighten Freddie, and make Mother so 
angry. What was that sudden gleam on the 
wall? The fire or the lamps? Neither, because it 
jigged about too much; it was the light of a candle, 
coming nearer and nearer, and there was a step 
on the stairs at last. Almost directly someone 
gave the half-open door a little push and came 
quickly into the room; it was Mother in her pink 
dressing-gown which Susan always thought so 
beautiful, and her fair hair all plaited up in one 
long tail for the night. She came up to the bed, 
shading the flame of the candle with one hand: 

“What, awake?” she said, “and crying! Oh, 
naughty Susan! What’s the matter?” 

Susan gulped down her tears. It was all right 
now that mother had not forgotten to come. 

“TI thought you weren’t coming,” she said. 

“Well, but here I am, you see. And now you 
must be a good little girl, and go to sleep directly. 
Kiss me and lie down.” 

In another second Mother would be out of the 
room again Susan knew. She put up her hand 
and took hold of the lace frilling round the neck 
of the pink dressing-gown to keep her from going 
away. 
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- 

“T’ve got something to ask you,” she whispered 
eagerly. ‘ 

“Well, what is it? Make haste, there’s a good 
child, for I must go to Freddie; he’s very restless 
to-night.” 

Susan’s head felt ina whirl. What shoufd she 
ask first? She must do it directly, or Mother 
would be gone. It all seemed confusion, and at 
last she could only stammer out: 

“What's her other name? Is she cross?” 

“Whose? Oh, you little goose, you mean Aunt 
Enticknapp, I suppose. Her name is Hannah. 
She’s a very nice kind old lady, and she'll spoil 
you dreadfully, I don't doubt. Now Susan,” in 
a graver tone, “remember you've promised not 
to give trouble, and if you're going to ery it will 
trouble me very much. You must think of poor 
Freddie and not be silly and selfish, but go away 
cheerfully on Monday. Will you? ‘i 

«Are you coming with me?” asked Susan, lift- 
ing her large eyes anxiously to her mother’s 
face. 

“All the way to Ramsgate! No, indeed, I 
shouldn’t have time. You know we start our- 
selves the next day. Maria’s going with you.” 

Susan’s little chest heaved, and her fingers 
clung tightly to the lace frilling; Mother gently 
unclasped them one by one. 

“Lie down and I will tuck you up nicely. 
There now, a kiss. Good night, darling.” 


* 
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In another second the light of the candle, the 
pink dressing-gown, the fair hair, had all vanished 
together, and Susan was alone again. After all 
she had not been able to ask nearly all the ques- 
tions she had prepared, and she could not help 
eryisg softly to herself for a little while before 
she went to sleep; for the noises in the street 
seemed to be saying now over and over again: | 

“All the way to Ramsgate, all the way to 
Ramsgate. Maria’s going with you.” 

After this it was surprising how quickly the 
days went by and Monday came. Susan had her 
own little preparations to make for leaving home, 
and while Nurse was packing her clothes she 
brought her many odd-looking parcels, and asked 
anxiously: 

“Can you get this in?” 

Some of them were got in, but others had to 
be left behind—put away in the nursery cupboard 
for the whole winter. It seemed to Susan just 
the same thing as putting them away for ever. 
She chose, after careful thought, among her family 
of dolls the one to be taken with her; not the 
newest one, or the most smartly dressed, but one 
she had always been fond of, because she secretly 
considered her rather like Mother, especially when 
she plaited up her hair. It was a wax doll called 
Grace, with very blue eyes and yellow curls. 
After Grace’s wardrobe had been looked through 
and packed up in a work-box, there was another 
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very important thing to be finished, and that 
was a parting present for mother. As she was 
not to know of it, this had to be done in secret 
corners, and hastily hidden whenever she came 
near, so it had taken a good deal of time. It was 
a tiny pink silk pin-cushion in the shapeeot a 
heart, which Maria had cut out and fixed for her, 
and when it was done the letters “S.I.” were to be 
marked on it with pins, and it was to be put on 
mother’s dressing-table on Sunday-night. There 
was more than one small speck of blood on it, 
where Susan had pricked her hot little fingers in 
a too earnest effort to take very small stitches, 
which was a pity; perhaps, however, as it was 
pink silk they would not show much, and mother 
would not notice. Monday came; every one in 
the house was in a greater bustle than ever, and 
every minute there was a fresh question to be 
asked about something—about the journey to-day, 
or the journey to-morrow, and so many small 
details, that a wearied frown gathered on Mr. 
Ingram’s forehead and remained there; added to 
these troubles Freddie had one of his bad head- 
aches, and would hardly let his mother leave him 
fora moment. Susan had scarcely spoken to her 
that morning, and now she stood in the nursery 
ready for her journey, clasping Grace in one arm, 
and a warm little cloak in the other. It was 
almost time to start, all her other farewells had 
been said, but she hesitated, 


** GOOD-BYE.” 25 


“Now, Miss Susan,my lamb,” said Nurse kissing 
her again, “ you’ve just time to run down and sag 
good-bye to Missis and Master Freddie, and then 
you must be off.” 

She went downstairs and softly into the room. 
Tt wags darkened, Freddie was lying on his couch 
with a wet bandage on his forehead, and there 
was a strong smell of eau de Cologne. Mother 
stood near and changed the bandage now and 
then for a fresh one; she looked round, and held 
up her finger when she heard the door open. 

“Ah, it’s you dear,” she said in a low voice; 
“be very quiet. Is it time for you to go? Is 
the cab there? Where’s Maria?” 

Susan walked up to the sofa; she had promised 
not to cry, and her throat felt so funny that she 
thought she had better not speak, so she did not 
answer any of these questions. 

“Good-bye, darling,” said Mrs. Ingram, stooping 
to kiss her. “Give my love to Aunt Hannah, and 
remember that Maria has a note for her; and 
be good and obedient. You may write to me 
once every week, and I shall write to you when 
I can.” 

Susan clung silently to her mother’s neck. If 
only she might have cried! Freddie pushed up 
the handkerchief, and looked at her with his 
dark heavy eyes. 

“ Good-bye, Susie,” he murmured; “don't let old 
Emptycap bully you.” 
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“ And now,’ said her mother, “ you must really 
Is Maria there? Kiss Freddie.” 

She led Susan to the door where Maria waited; 
in the hall the cabman was just shouldering the 
luggage. 

“You know what I have told you, Maria. 
Take care of Miss Susan, and I shall expect you 
home early to-morrow.” 

Susan looked back when she reached the foot 
of the stair, and Mother smiled and nodded, wav- 
ing her hand; then there was an impatient cry 
of, “Mother!” from Freddie’s room, and she 
vanished. 

When Susan was in the cab with only Maria and 
Grace to see, she cried, and refused all comfort 
for some time; not only because she was going 
away to strangers, but also because up to the last 
minute she had so much hoped that Mother would 
say something about the pink pin-cushion. On 
rattled the cab past all the shops that Susan knew 
so well, and through the streets where she had 
often walked with Mother or Nurse. The journey 
to Ramsgate was to be made by sea, and they 
were to be driven to St. Katharine’s Docks to 
take the steamer which started from there at ten 
oclock. Susan had heard her mother’s directions 
to Maria, and knew exactly what they had to do; 
she felt indeed that she should remember them 
better, for she was accustomed to hear Nurse say 
that Maria had “no head,”.. She had not there- 
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fore much respect for her, and thought it likely 
that she would make mistakes and forget things; 
but though this was the case, there was a great 
deal to be liked in Maria. For one thing she 
was always good natured, and such a very good 
lister&r; really interested in all Susan’s informa- 
tion and startled at any wonderful story, for she 
was a country girl, and had not yet ceased to be 
surprised at London life. Presently, therefore, as 
they got further on, Susan felt bound to point 
out and explain any objects or buildings of inter- 
est they passed. She dried her eyes, looked out 
of the window, and drew her companion’s atten- 
tion by sudden digs of her elbow, which at last 
became so frequent that Maria’s head was con- 
stantly on the move from one side to the other 
for fear she should miss anything. Soon with a 
more violent nudge than usual Susan shouted in 
her ear: 

“Look, Maria! there’s the Tower of London!” 

“Mercy on us!” exclaimed Maria, gazing open- 
mouthed; “what a big place!” 

“It’s where they used to cut off people’s heads, 
you know,” continued Susan excitedly; “and 
kept them in dungeons years and years. And 
where they smothered the little princes with a 
pillow, and buried them under the stairs.” 

“Lawk!” said Maria sea 

« And the queen sharire sar ere“RQw in 
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“Well, I wouldn’t do that,” said Maria; “not if 
Jewas queen. Whatever's the good of having a 
crown?” 

What with the rattling of the cab, the noise in 
the street, and Susan’s own uncertainty on the 
subject, it was difficult to make Maria ufder- 
stand this; so any further explanation was 
put off, and they both looked silently out of 
the windows till they reached St. Katharine’s 
Docks. 

Here there was a good deal of bustle and con- 
fusion, and also a little delay; for Maria, who had 
held the cabman’s exact fare tightly grasped in 
one hand all the way, dropped it in getting out 
of the cab. A brisk young porter, however, came 
to their assistance: he picked up the money, 
shouldered the luggage, and showed Maria where 
to take the tickets; then he led them down some 
slippery steps and on board the steamboat, 
which lay alongside the wharf ready to start. It 
was all new and confusing to Susan, and it was 
not till she was settled on deck, wrapped in a 
warm shawl with Grace in her arms, that she 
looked round her at what was going on. There 
was so much to see that she could hardly open 
her eyes wide enough to take it all in. First 
there was the captain standing on his bridge with 
his rough blue pea-coat buttoned up to his chin, 
and a gold band round his cap; his face was quite 
round, and quite red, except in places where it 
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was a sort of blue colour. His voice was very 
hoarse, and Susan could not make out a word hg 
said, though he shouted out very loud now and’ 
then. Then there were the passengers, hurrying 
across the narrow gangway, with all sorts of 
bags,and parcels, and bundles of wraps, jostling 
each other in their eagerness to secure good 
places, and over their heads meanwhile dark 
smoke came rushing out of the tall black funnel, 
and there was a constant hissing noise. Then 
Susan noticed a silent man standing behind a 
great wheel at one end of the boat, and in front 
of this was written, “Please do not speak to the 
man at the wheel.” She thought this very 
strange—it was almost as though the man at 
the wheel were in disgrace. As she was gazing 
at him and thinking how dull he must be, shut 
out from all conversation, she saw him turn the 
wheel backwards and forwards by some handles 
on which his hands were resting: at the same 
moment the captain gave a gruff roar, a great 
rope was hauled on board, and the steamer, 
which till now had been curtseying gently up 
and down on the water, began to move smoothly 
on her way. 

Maria, who up to this time had not ceased to 
inquire if this was the right boat for Ramsgate, 
settled herself at Susan’s side when the start 
was really made. The sun shone so brightly 
that it was warm and pleasant on deck, and they 
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found plenty to admire and point out to each 
gther as they went along. A journey by the 
“teamboat was much nicer, they agreed, than by 
the train. This agreeable state of things lasted 
while they were on the river, but presently the 
steamer began to roll a little, and to be gossed 
about by the waves of the open sea, Then Maria 
became more and more silent, until quite sud- 
denly, to Susan’s alarm, she rose, said hastily, 
“You stop here, Miss Susan,” and dived down 
into the cabin near which they were sitting. 
What could be the matter? Susan looked help- 
lessly round; she did not like to follow her, and 
yet it was not at all pleasant to be left here alone 
amongst all these strangers; she felt frightened 
and deserted. Next to her sat a tall thin man 
reading a book. He was tightly buttoned up to 
the chin in a threadbare great-coat greenish with 
age, and wore leather straps under his boots. 
She had noticed this when he came on board, 
and thought he looked different somehow from 
everyone else; now she lifted her eyes, and made 
a side-way examination of his face. He was 
clean shaven except for a short pointed beard, 
and his grayish hair was very closely cropped. 
His eyes she could not see, for they were bent 
on the pages before him, but presently raising 
them his glance fell on her, and he smiled re- 
assuringly. Susan had never been used to smile 
at strangers; so, though she did not remove her 
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gaze, it continued to be a very serious one, and 
also rather distressed. ° 

“The Bonne has mal de mer?” he asked, after” 
they had looked at each other for a minute in 
silence. Susan did not answer, and, indeed, did 
not kmow what he meant. This was a French- 
man, she thought to herself, and that was why 
he looked different to the other people. 

“She is vot you call sea-seek,” he repeated— 
“that is a bad thing—but she will be soon 
better.” It was a comfort to hear this, though 
Susan could not imagine how he knew what was 
the matter with Maria. 

“It arrives often,’ he remarked again, “to 
those who travel on the sea—myself, I have also 
suffered from it.” 

He looked so very kind as he said this, that 
Susan was encouraged to smile at him, and little 
by little to say a few words. After that they 
quickly became friends, and he proved a very 
amusing companion; for, putting down his book, 
he devoted himself to her entirely, and told her 
many wonderful facts about the sea, and ships, . 
and the sea-gulls flying overhead. She listened 
to these with great attention, bent on storing 
them up to tell Maria afterwards, and then be- 
came confidential in her turn. She told him 
about her home in London, and Freddie’s illness, 
and the long journey he was going to begin to- 
morrow, and Monsieur appeared to take the very 
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deepest interest in it all. By degrees Susan 
almost forgot poor Maria in the pleasure of this 
new and agreeable acquaintance. 

It was now between one and two o'clock, and 
Monsieur produced from under the seat a long 
narrow black bag, and unlocked it. In it Susan 
could not help seeing there were a roll of manu- 
script, one or two books, a pair of slippers, and 
a flat white paper parcel. This last being opened, 
disclosed a hard round biscuit with seeds in it. 

“Voyons!” he said gaily, “let us dine, ma 
petite demoiselle.” 

Now Susan was hungry, for it was past dinner- 
time, and she had breakfasted early. She knew 
that Maria had brought sandwiches and buns 
with her, but in her hasty retreat she had taken 
the bag, and had evidently forgotten all about 
it. She looked hesitatingly at the biscuit which 
her companion had broken in halves, and was 
now holding on the paper in front of her. It 
was the French gentleman’s only biscuit—ought 
she to take it? 


» He guessed what was passing in her mind, and 


smiled kindly at her, nodding his head. 

“If you will eat with me I shall have better 
appetite,” he said. “It is perhaps a little dry— 
but after all, if one is hungry !—’ 

He shrugged his shoulders without finishing 
the sentence, and Susan took the half-biscuit, 
finding when she began it that she was even 


ARRIVED. 


hungrier than she thought. She was still hungry 
when it was all gone, and she felt sure the Frengh 
gentleman could easily have eaten more. Slfe 
would have liked to offer him some of her sand- 
wiches or a bun, but there was still no sign of 
Marja. 

So hour after hour went by, until, late in 
the afternoon, her companion told her they were 
getting near Ramsgate. 

“In one quarter of an hour we shall be at the 
pier. The journey will then be over. The passage 
has been fine and tranquil.” 

But poor Maria had not found it so, for it was 
not until the steamer was stopping that she ap- 
peared on deck looking very white, and stagger- 
ing about helplessly. It was fortunate, therefore, 
that Susan’s new friend was there, and that she 
herself could point out the luggage, for Maria 
had now quite lost her head, and was of no use 
at all. 

The French gentleman, however, was most 
active and kind in their service, and did not 
leave them till they were safely in a cab wi 
their property. Even then Maria had forgotten 
the address, and it was Susan who said: 

“Tt is Belmont Cottage, Chatham Road.” 

. “Ah!” exclaimed Susan’s friend; “it is the 
“house of Madame Enticknapp! We shall then 
perhaps meet again, ma petite amie.” 

He put his feet quite close together and exe- 
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cuted a graceful bow as the cab drove away, with 
his hat pressed against his chest. 
* «What an old figure of fun!” was Maria's 
remark. 
«J like him,” said Susan. “He was very kind, 
and gave me half his dinner.” 6 

Maria said no more, for she was still in a very 
depressed state from the effects of the journey, 
and her head was “all of a swim,” as she expressed 
it. So Susan was left to her own thoughts; and 
as the cab rattled along the road in front of the 
sea, she wondered anxiously which of those tall 
houses with balconies was Mrs. Enticknapp’s. 
But presently they turned up a side street, lost 
sight of the sea altogether, and drove through a 
town, where the shops were being lighted up, 
and came at last to a quiet road. The houses 
were not tall here like those facing the sea, and 
were not built in terraces, but stood each alone 
with its own name on its gate, and its own little 
garden in front, bordered with tamarisk bushes. 
Susan felt sure that one of those would be called 
Belmont Cottage, and she was right, for the cab 
stopped at last, and she really had arrived at 
Aunt Enticknapp’s house! It was just like the 
others, except that it had an extra room built on 
at the side; the roof was low, and the windows 
had small diamond-shaped panes in them. Susan 
noticed, as they walked up the strip of garden to 
the door, that the borders were edged with cockle 
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shells and whelk shells, which she thought very 

_ pretty but rather wasteful. She was, howeve% 
now beginning to feel extremely tired, and hun- 
gry with the sea-air, and the two together pro- 
duced a dizziness which made it difficult to 
think’ of anything else. She could not even feel 
frightened at the idea of seeing Mrs. Enticknapp 
and the Bahia girls, and they hardly seemed like 
real people when she was actually in the room 
with them. She knew that there was a tall old 
lady with black curls and a cap, who spoke to 
her and kissed her, and two “ grown-up” girls 
who came and knelt down in front of her and 
unpinned her shawl, chattering all the time. She 
also heard one of them say to the other: “Pretty?” 
and the answer, “No. She only looks so after 
Sophia Jane.” 

Later on, after some supper, she became sleepier 
still and more giddy and confused, so that she 
hardly knew that Maria was undressing her and 
putting her to bed. When there, however, she 
roused herself sufficiently to say: 

“Maria, I can hear noises in the street here 
just like there are at home.” 

Maria’s answer was the last sound she heard 
that night: “Bless yer ‘art, Miss Susan, that 
ain't noises in the street. That’s that botherin’ 
sea goin’ on like that. Worse luck!” 
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. CHAPTER IL 
“SOPHIA JANE.” 


OOR MARIA was to go back to Londen the 
next morning, and she came into Susan's 
room early to say good-bye, prepared for her 
journey in a very tearful state. It was not 
merely that she looked forward with anything 
but pleasure to another sea-voyage, but she had 
an affectionate nature, and was fond of Susan, 
who on her side was sorry to think that she 
should not see Maria again. There were many 
parting messages to be conveyed to Mother, and 
Nurse, and Freddie. But at last it was really 
time to go, and Maria tore herself away with 
difficulty, hurriedly pressing into Susan’s hand a 
new sixpence with a hole in it. She was gone 
now, and had taken the last bit of home with 
her—Susan was for the first time in her life alone 
with strangers. As she dressed herself she looked 
forward with alarm to meeting them all at break- 
fast, for she could not even remember what they 
were like last night; they seemed all mixed up 
together like things in a dream. 

At last she gathered courage to leave the room, 
made her way very slowly downstairs, and open- 
ing the first door she came to on the ground floor 
peeped timidly in. There was no one there, but 
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the table was laid for breakfast, and she went in 
and stood before the fire. It was a long roogy, 
very low, with faded furniture, and a French 
window opening into a small garden, where there 
were gooseberry bushes. At the end opposite 
the &replace there were two steps leading up to 
a door, and Susan wondered what was on the 
other side of it. On the mantelpiece, and in a 
corner cupboard and on a side-table, there were 
quantities of blue china mugs and plates and 
dishes, which she thought were queer things to 
have for ornaments; there were also some funny 
little figures carved in ivory and wood—dear 
little stumpy elephants amongst them, which she 
liked very much. The only picture in the room 
she presently noticed, hung over the fireplace in 
an oval frame. It was a portrait of a gentleman 
with powdered hair and a pig-tail; his eyes were 
as blue as the cups and dishes; he was clean 
shaven, and wore a blue coat and a very large 
white shirt frill As Susan was looking up at 
him the door at the end of the room opened, and 
a maid-servant came stepping down with a dish 
in her hand. Susan could now see that the door 
led straight into a kitchen, which she thought 
odd but rather interesting. Almost immediately 
Aunt Hannah, the two girls she had seen the 
night before, and a little girl of about her own 
age came in, and they all sat down to breakfast, 
In spite of great shyness, Susan was able to take 


38 WHO IS SHE? 


many furtive glances at her companions, and was 
relieved to find that at any rate Aunt Hannah 
was not a bit like what Freddie had said. She 
was a tall, straight old lady with a high cap, 
black curls, and a velvet band across her fore- 
head. She did not look either witch-lilse or 
cross, and Susan felt that she should not be 
afraid of her when she knew her better. She 
soon found that the names of the two “grown- 
up” girls, as she called them in her mind, were 
Nanna and Margaretta; Nanna was fair and 
freckled, and Margaretta very swarthy, with a 
quantity of black curls. They chattered and 
laughed incessantly, and tried to pet Susan and 
make her talk, but did not succeed very well. 
She thought she did not like either of them 
much, and wished they would leave her alone, 
for she was interested in watching the move- 
ments of the little girl and wondering who she 
was. She was a very thin little thing with 
high shoulders and skinny arms, dressed in a 
dingy-green plaid frock. Everything about her 
looked sharp—her chin was sharp, her elbows 
were sharp; the glances she cast at Susan over 
her bread and milk were sharp, and when she 
spoke her voice sounded sharp also. Her fea- 
tures were not ugly, but her expression was 
unchildlike and old. No one seemed to no- 
tice her much, but if Nanna or Margaretta 
said anything to her, it was not in the coaxing 
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tones they used to Susan, but had a reproving 
sound. 

After breakfast came prayers, in which Buskifa 
the maid-servant joined, sitting a little apart at 
the end of the room with a severe look on her 
face. Then Aunt Hannah sat down in the arm- 
chair near the fire. “And now, my little Susan,” 
she said, “come here and talk to me.” 

Susan stood submissively at her side, and 

answered all the questions put to her about 
Mother and Freddie and herself; but she did 
not do much of the talking, for she was shy, and 
everything seemed forlorn and strange to her. 
What a comfort Maria’s well-known face would 
have been! As it was, the only familiar object 
was her doll Grace, which she had brought down- 
stairs, and now held tightly clutched under one 
arm. 
“And here,” said Mrs. Enticknapp, when she 
had finished her inquiries; “here, you see is a 
nice little companion for you of your own age. 
She will learn lessons with you, and play with 
you, and I hope you will soon be good friends. 
Sophia Jane, come here.” 

Sophia Jane came and stood on the other side 
of Aunt Hannah, rolled her arms tightly up in 
her pinafore, and stared without winking at 
Susan and her doll. 

“To-day,” continued Mrs. Enticknapp, “you 
shall not do any lessons, and while I am busy 
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with Nanna and Margaretta you may amuse 
yourselves quietly. After dinner you shall all go 
Sut for a walk. If you crumple up your pina- 
fore in that way, Sophia Jane,” she added, “you 
will have another bad mark.” 

Sophia Jane unrolled her arms, and sm@othed 
the pinafore down in front with her small bony 
hands; then she thrust out her pointed chin, and 
asked eagerly: 

“May we go and play in the attic?” 

Aunt Hannah hesitated. “If it’s not too cold 
for Susan, you may. If it is, you must come 
and play at some quiet game in here. But 
understand that you must make no noise while | 
am busy.” 

“Come along,” said Sophia Jane. She caught 
hold of Susan’s hand and led her quickly out of 
the room and upstairs, casting rapid glances at 
her over her shoulder as they went. “Fond of 
dolls?” she inquired as they were climbing the 
second flight of stairs. 

“T’m fond of this one,” answered Susan, clasp- 
ing Grace a little closer. 

“JT had one once,” said Sophia Jane with a 
superior air; “ but I haven't got her now.” 

“ Where is she?” asked Susan. 

“JT killed her,” said Sophia Jane in a cold 
voice. 

“Oh!” said Susan stopping still a moment; 
“what did you do that for?” 
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“TI hated her,” replied Sophia Jane shortly; 
“she had such starin’ eyes.” ° 

Susan gazed at the small murderess with awe.” 
“How did you do it?” she asked at length in 
a lowered tone. 

“Dysve a nail right through her skull,” 
answered Sophia Jane, with a spiteful gleam in 
her blue eyes. “Here’s the attic!” 

They had reached the top storey after a last 
short flight of stairs without any carpet. Here 
there were only two rooms, one for Buskin, the 
maid-servant, and the other unfurnished. Sophia 
Jane flung open the door of this last with an air 
of triumph. “We can do just as we like here,” 
she said; “and down stairs we couldn’t talk above 
a whisper while they’re doing lessons.” 

Susan entered wondering. Everything seemed 
very odd at Aunt Hannah’s; but somehow its 
strangeness made it rather interesting, it was 
such a contrast to home. There she had al- 
ways played in well-furnished rooms with 
plenty of toys, and good fires in winter. The 
attic had no carpet and no fire, and the only 
things in it were one broken old chair, a poker, 
some rolls of dusty wall-paper, and some large 
black boxes. Its single attraction was its lone- 
ness; there was no one here who could say 
“don’t,” and no need for lowered voices and 
quietness. This Susan soon found to be a very 
delightful thing, for her life at home had been 
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carried on as it were on tip-toe, for fear of dis- 
,turbing Freddie, and she had always been taught 
‘that little girls should be never heard, and very 
seldom seen. 

“Tf you like dolls,” continued Sophia Jane in 
an off-hand manner, “perhaps Nanna woud lend 
you Black Dinah. She’s more good-natured than 
Margaretta.” . 

“T don’t want to ask her, thank you,” said 
Susan. “Why does she have a doll? she’s too 
old to play with it, isn’t she?” 

“Oh, gracious me, yes, of course,” said Sophia 
Jane with ashrug. “'They’re both quite grown-up. 
Nanna’s seventeen, and Margaretta’s eighteen. 
They only keep it as a cur’osity; all made of rags 
and covered with black silk, and dressed like a 
native. The nuns made it in the convent at 
Bahia.” 

“What is Bahia?” asked Susan, 

“It’s a place in America where they come from. 
They came over in a ship.” 

“What for?” 

“Why, to learn English, of course, you silly 
thing!—and French too—and all sorts of things. 
There’s a French master comes once a week to 
teach them. And they learn lessons with Aunt 
too. They’re doing them now.” 

So this was the meaning of Bahia girls! Susan 
thought it over a little and then asked: 

“Did you come over in the ship too?” 
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Sophia Jane paused in the midst of a fantastic 
dance she was performing, with the poker bran- 
dished in one hand. t 

“Of course not,” she said scornfully. “I’m 
English.” 

“Whe are you, then?” asked Susan. She felt 
that the question sounded rude, but it was a 
thing that she must know. 

“Tm an orphan,” said Sophia Jane cheerfully, 
and she took an agile leap on to one of the old 
boxes. 

Susan gazed at her. She was not at all her 
idea of an orphan. In pictures they always wore 
black and looked sad, and at home there was a 
crossing-sweeper who said he was an orphan, and 
seemed to think it a hard thing, and that he 
was much to be pitied. Then another thought 
struck her: “If Aunt Hannah’s your aunt as well 
as mine, I suppose we're cousins—ain’t we?” she 
asked. 

“She isn’t,’ said Sophia Jane, swinging her 
arms round and preparing to jump off the box. 
“We all call her Aunt. She likes it better. See 
if you can jump as far as I can.” 

In these and other amusements the morning 
passed quickly away in a very different manner 
to anything Susan had known before. It was 
certainly better than playing alone, though the 
attic was bare and Sophia Jane’s speech and be- 
haviour were sometimes strange and startling. 


sd 
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Susan almost forgot her home-sickness for a 


while, and found a companion of her own age far 


more interesting than imaginary conversations 
with dolls. After they were both tired of jump- 
ing, in which exercise Sophia Jane’s spare form 
was by far the most successful, the headléss body 
of the murdered doll was dragged out from be- 
hind a box and examined. 

“She used to be a pretty doll,” said its owner, 
looking enviously at Grace. 

“It’s a pity you killed her,” said Susan, “ be- 
cause we could play at so many more things if 
we had a doll each.” 

“ Well, she’s dead,” said Sophia Jane recklessly. 

“Where's her head?” asked Susan; “ perhaps 
we might mend it.” 

“Broken all up into tiny little bits,” said the 
other. 

Susan looked silently at the limp pink leather 
body stretched out on the floor, then she ex- 
claimed suddenly: 

“T tell you what!” 

“What?” said Sophia Jane. 

“We'll get a new head for her at the shop. I 
know you can do it, because Maria once bought 
one for one of mine.” 

“That's all very well,” said Sophia Jane sharply; 
“but I haven't got enough money. I’ve only got 
twopence-halfpenny left.” 

“Qh, that wouldn’t do, of course,” said Susan, 
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“You couldn’t get one large enough for the body 


under eighteenpence. When will you have somee 


more?” 

“Not till Saturday week, because I’ve lost all 
the next in bad marks.”” 

“Wat do you have bad marks for?” asked 
Susan. , 

“Lots of things: rumpling my pinafores, leav- 
ing the door open, standing on one side of my 
foot, making faces, not knowing my lessons—a 
farthing every time.” 

Susan’s eyes opened wide. 

“Why don’t you leave off doing them?” she 
asked. 

“Oh, I don’t care to,” said Sophia Jane, press- 
ing her lips tightly together. “TI like to vex em 
sometimes. Id rather do it than have the 
money.” 

Susan’s round face grew more and more serious. 
She did not know what to make of Sophia Jane, 
who seemed a very naughty little girl and cer- 
tainly did not deserve to be helped. She had 
thought of offering to give her something to- 
wards the doll’s head, but now she did not quite 
know what to do. 

“Well,” she said patronizingly, “if you want 
to buy the new head you'll have to be good, you 
know; and then you'll save your money.” 

“ Fiddle-de-dee!” was Sophia Jane’s rude reply, 
and she kicked the body tauntingly. This might 
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have led to a quarrel, for Susan, much shocked, ale 

was just preparing a reproachful speech, but for- 
tunately the voice of Nanna was heard calling ' 
them down to dinner. During this both the little = 
girls were silent and subdued, and were seldom aaa 
spoken to, except that Sop! 
edly corrected. It was wonder ful how often she 
was told not to fidget, not to eat sd fast, not to Ay 
shrug her shoulders, not to make faces. Assurely ‘ 
as anyone looked in her direction there was some- 
thing wrong. It did not seem to make much’ 
impression on her, although her thin little face 
looked very sullen; and once when Nanna called 
Susan “darling” a dark frown gathered on her — 
brow. 

“Unless you can look more pleasant and aimi- 
able, Sophia Jane,” said Aunt Hannah, observing 
this, “you will be left at home this afternoon.” 

All this strengthened Susan’s opinion that 
Sophia Jane was a very naughty little girl If 
it were not so they would not surely speak to her 
so sharply and reprove her so often. She hoped, 
nevertheless, that this last threat would not be 
carried out, for however naughty she might be 
she was a companion with whom conversation 
was possible, and a walk alone with Nanna and 
Margaretta would be dull. She was relieved, 
therefore, at three o'clock to find that Sophia 
Jane was ready to go too, dressed in a very un- 
becoming poke bonnet and black cape. They 
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_ might be out one hour and a half, Aunt Hannah 
z said, but thére was a little delay at starting be- 
cause each of the elder girls wished to go in a 
different direction, Nanna preferred the town, 
and Margaretta to walk*on the parade, and it 
_ Was son® mi itite before it was settled that they 
_ should go oné way and return the other, dividing 
_ the time equally. 
_. “Which way do you like best 2” inquired Susan 
_ as she and Sophia Jane followed closely behind 
_ their companions. 
“Neither of em,” answered she. “I like to 20 
_ on the beach and pick up things, but they won't 
__ ever do that except in summer when they bathe.” 
’ Neither of the little girls cared much about 
the walk in the town; for though some of the 
shops looked interesting, these were not the ones 
near which Nanna and Margaretta lingered. They 
only stopped and looked in at the windows of 
bonnet shops or jewellers’ shops, and these were 
not attractive to Sophia Jane or Susan. But 
after a while they turned down a street where 
there were no shops at all, and at the end of it 
they came on to the parade and saw the sea. It 
was a wonderful sight to Susan, for she had been 
too tired to notice it much the day she had 
arrived, and now it burst upon her suddenly like 
something new. It was so beautiful and there 
was so much of it that it made her quite gasp for 
breath; the sun shining on it made a great glit- 
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tering high-road stretching away in the distance 
till it joined the sky and was lost there; the 
waves came rolling, rolling, one after the other, 
up to the shore, curled over, and dashed them- 
selves down so hard that they were broken up 
into hissing silver foam and tossed thgir spray 
high in the air. Everything seemed to be silver 
and gold and diamonds at the sea-side, it all 
sparkled, and twinkled, and shone so much. 
Susan’s eyes were dazzled and she put up her 
hand to shield them, for she was used to the 
shadow and gloom of the London streets. 

“Oh,” she cried, “how I should like to go down 
on the sands!” 

“Perhaps they'll let us go some day,” said 
Sophia Jane. “It’s best to go on the rocks when 
the sea’s out.” 

“Out!” said Susan in astonishment. “Does it 
ever go quite away?” 

Sophia Jane was so amused at this innocent 
question that she was unable to answer for some 
moments. She giggled so much and so loud that 
Margaretta turned round and said angrily: 

“Vulgar child! Be quiet and walk pro- 
perly.” 

Susan did not like to be laughed at. She 
walked along in silence, with hot cheeks, and de- 
termined that she would ask no more questions. 

Sophia Jane continued to chuckle softly to 
herself for a little while and then said: 
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“There’s a low tide and a high tide, of course. 
When it’s low it’s ever so far out, and when it’s’ 
high it’s ever so far in.” 

“Oh yes, I know, I remember now; I’ve learned 
that,” said Susan hastily, for she did not wish 
Sophia* Jane to. think her quite ignorant. “It 
has something to do with the moon.” 

“The moon!” exclaimed Sophia Jane with 
utter disdain in her voice, “you're muddling 
things up.” 

“Tt has,” repeated Susan positively, “it’s in the 
geography book.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said Sophia Jane. 

“I wonder,” said Susan half to herself, with 
her eyes fixed on the sea, “what prevents it from 
running right over all the land.” 

Sophia Jane shrugged her shoulders. 

“That's a thing no one nderstands,” she said, 
“so it’s no use to bother about it.” Then with a 
sudden sharp glance to the left, “There goes 
Monsieur La Roche.” 

Susan looked round and saw a tall thin figure 
just hurrying round a corner, but she had time to 
recognize it before it disappeared; it was the 
kind French gentleman. 

“He’s the French master,” continued Sophia 
Jane; “such a silly old thing. We all laugh at 
him.” 

“Why?” asked Susan. 


‘Oh, we can’t help it. He makes such funny 
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bows and he smiles so, and says his words wrong. 
“You'll laugh at him too.” 

Susan was silent. Somehow after this descrip- 
tion she did not feel inclined to tell Sophia Jane 
of her meeting with Monsieur La Roche on the 
steamboat, and his kindness to her. ¢ 

“JT should think he did not like to be laughed 
at,” she said at last. 

“Oh, what does it matter,” said Sophia Jane 
with much contempt, “he’s only a poor eggsile.” 

“What does ‘eggsile’ mean?” asked Susan. 

Sophia Jane hesitated; she did not know, but 
she would not confess ignorance. 

“It means any person who isn't English,” she 
said. 

For the rest of the walk Susan thought a good 
deal about the French master. He had been kind 
to her when she needed a friend, and she had felt 
grateful to him, and hoped she should see him 
again; she had considered him a very pleasant 
gentleman. But now that Sophia Jane had 
spoken so slightingly of him, and called him a 
“silly old thing,” and turned him into a sort of 
joke, she began to feel differently. She was now 
rather sorry that she knew him, for she was 
afraid Sophia Jane would laugh at her too, and 
she disliked that more than anything in the world. 
It seemed easier now to join her in finding some- 
thing ridiculous in the “eggsile” as she called him, 
than to remember his kindness and good-nature 
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to herself and Maria. She hoped, therefore, that 
when he came to Belmont Cottage to give hise 
lesson that he would have forgotten her, and 
would say nothing of the meeting on the steam- 
boat. This first day at Ramsgate had been full 
of so many strange sights and new people that 
Susan had had no time to be home-sick, but when 
evening came she suddenly felt a great longing 
to see some one she knew—Mother or Nurse or 
Freddie, or even Maria. It seemed an immense 
while since she had parted from them all; and 
when she remembered that it was really only one 
day and one night, and how many days and nights 
must pass before she saw them again, she could 
hardly bear it without crying. They were all 
very kind to her here, but they were all strange 
She did not care for Nanna’s and Margaretta’s fre- 
quent kisses and endearing names, it was impos- 
sible to be fond of them in a minute; as for 
Sophia Jane, though she was amusing to play 
with, there was no comfort at all in her. It was 
Aunt Hannah at length who saw her sitting dole- 
fully in a corner, and tried to give her consolation. 
She called her to come and sit near her, and 
talked so kindly that Susan forgot her troubles 
and became interested. Aunt Hannah told her 
about Algiers, the place where Freddie was going, 
and how he would get there in a ship, and what 
he would see and do; and then, pointing to the 
funny little figures and china things, she said that 
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they had been brought over the sea from coun- 
gries a long way off. 

When Susan ventured to ask who brought them, 
her aunt showed her the portrait of the gentle- 
man with the pig-tail hanging over the mantle- 
piece. : 

«It was your great-grandfather who brought 
them,” she said, “Captain J ohn Enticknapp. He 
made many long voyages to China and Japan, 
and the West Indies. Once he found out some 
islands where no one had ever been before, and 
they are called after his name.” 

Susan thought this very wonderful and she 
gazed up at her aunt with such interest in her 
eyes that the old lady was pleased, and stroked 
her hair kindly. 

“Some day, if you are a good child,” she said, 
“and try to make yourself happy here, I will tell 
you a story about Captain Enticknapp. A very 
interesting one, and quite true.” 

“May Sophia Jane hear it too?” asked Susan. 

Aunt Hannah’s manner changed. 

“When Sophia Jane tries to please me, and 
correct her faults,” she said, “I shall be willing to 
give her pleasure, but not till then.” 

Susan felt more and more certain that Sophia 
Jane was a very naughty little girl. 
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eee this feeling grew stronger as the days 

went on, for Susan found that Sophia Jane 
was always in disgrace about something; she was 
so constantly having bad marks and losing far- 
things, that there seemed no chance at all that 
she would ever save enough money to buy a new 
head for the doll. This was partly her own fault, 
and partly because the whole household seemed 
to take for granted that she would behave badly 
and never do right; indeed there were days when, 
after she had been scolded and punished very 
often, a spirit of obstinacy entered her small 
frame, and her whole being was bent upon ill- 
behaviour and mischief. 

Susan looked on in dismay, and counted up the 
farthings as one after the other they were reck- 
lessly forfeited by some fresh piece of naughtiness. 

“You’ve lost two week’s money,” she whispered 
in Sophia Jane’s ear, hoping to check her; but its 
only result was to urge her to wilder acts, and 
the next minute she was detected in making a 
grimace at Margaretta, whom she specially dis- 
liked. Sophia Jane was certainly not a pleasant 
child, and it was not surprising that no one loved 
her. 
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“Look at Susan,” they said to her constantly, 
{how well Susan behaves! how upright Susan 
sits! how perfectly Susan says her lessons! how 
good Susan is!”—but Sophia Jane took no heed, 
it did not improve her a bit, but if possible made 
her worse to have this shining example held up 
for her to copy. As to Susan, she now heard her 
own praises so often that she began to think not 
only that Sophia Jane was very bad, but that she 
herself must be uncommonly good. At home it 
had always been taken as a matter of course that 
she would be quiet, obedient, and useful, and learn 
her lessons properly; it had never been considered 
anything remarkable. Here, however, she was 
continually called “clever,” and “good,” and “dear 
little thing,” when she did the most common 
things, so that she soon began to hold her head 
higher and to look down upon Sophia Jane with 
a very condescending air. 

Meanwhile there was one thing she dreaded, 
and that was Monsieur La Roche’s French lesson 
in which she was to join; she had now been a 
week at Ramsgate, and the day was approaching: 
Whenever he was mentioned Margaretta had 
always some giggling joke to make, and Sophia 
Jane echoed them. They imitated the way in 
which he spoke English, and the way in which he 
bowed when he came into the room, and the way 
in which he smiled and rubbed his hands; every- 
thing he did appeared to be laughable, and though 
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Susan had not found it so on the steamboat, she 
now began to think that they must be right 
Even Maria, she remembered, had called him “a 
figure of fun.” How she hoped that he would 
not say anything about that journey! Her cheeks 
grew 4uite hot when she thought of how she had 
told him her name, and where she lived, and all 
sorts of confidential things. They would all laugh 
at her—it would be dreadful. Now, to laugh at 
Monsieur might be pleasant, but to be laughed at 
herself was, Susan felt, a very different matter. 

So when the day came, and they were all sitting 
round the table with their books ready for the 
class, she bent her head down as the French 
master entered the room, in the faint hope that 
he would not notice her. But that was of no 
use. Monsieur had hardly made his bow and 
taken his seat, before Aunt Hannah looked round 
from her arm-chair at the fireside: 

“ You have a new pupil to-day, Monsieur. My 
little niece, Miss Susan Ingram.” 

His attention thus directed, Monsieur leaned 
forward, and a kindly smile of recognition 
brightened his face as he saw Susan. 

“ Ah! c’est vrai,” he said; “it is my leetle friend, 
Mees Susanne. We know ourselves already; is 
it not so?” 

The dreaded moment had come, and it was 
even more uncomfortable than she had expected. 
Everyone was looking at her, and waiting for 
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her to answer, and she saw a mischievous glitter 
in Sophia Jane’s eyes which were fixed on her 
‘like two blue beads. 

Aunt Hannah said, “ Indeed, how is that?” and 
Monsieur still leant towards her, stroking his 
short beard and wrinkling up his face tvith a 
pleased smile. But Susan said nothing. She 
hung down her head, her cheeks crimsoned, and 
she looked as guilty and ashamed as though she 
had done something wrong; a very different little 
girl to the one who had chatted with Monsieur 
on board the steamboat and shared his biscuit. 
She was shy, he thought, as the English miss 
very often was; and, though he did not under- 
stand the complaint, he was far too good-natured 
to lengthen her discomfort. “Nevare mind,” he 
said kindly, “we shall talk together later.” Turn- 
ing to Aunt Hannah he explained as well as he 
could in English how he and Susan had met on 
the journey, his pupils listening open-mouthed 
meanwhile and giggling at his broken attempts 
to make his meaning clear. Then to Susan’s 
relief the lesson began, and she was no longer 
the object of everyone's attention; but she was 
surprised to find how very little trouble they 
took to learn anything. Instead of this they 
seemed to try which could remember least and 
pronounce the words worst. When Nanna and 
Margaretta read aloud they made the same mis- 
takes a dozen times in one page, pitched their 
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voices in a high sing-song drawl, and stopped 
now and then to laugh in a smothered mannes 
at some hidden joke. A little worried frown 
gathered on their patient master’s brow as this 
went on, but he never lost his temper or failed 
to maX&e his corrections with courtesy. Susan at 
first, from force of habit, bent her attention on 
the page of French dialogue which she and Sophia 
Jane had to learn; but too soon the bad example 
round her had its effect. She began to return 
Sophia Jane’s nudges, to listen to her whispers, 
to look out of the window opposite, and to make 
no sort of effort to learn her lesson. True, when 
the time came to say it, she was a little ashamed 
of not knowing a word correctly, and was sorry 
when Monsieur returned the book with a sad 
shake of the head. But this feeling did not last; 
none of the others cared to please him, so why 
should she? He was only Monsieur La Roche, 
the French master, the “poor eggsile,” as Sophia 
Jane had called him. It did not matter. En- 
couraged by her companions Susan soon became 
as rude, as careless, and as troublesome as they 
were. If Monsieur had had any hope that she 
would prove a better pupil than the rest he was 
sadly mistaken. “Soyez sage, Mademoiselle,” 
he said to her pleadingly, but it was of no use. 
Susan had forgotten for the time how to behave 
wisely. And it was the same on every occasion: 
the French lesson was always a scene of impertin- 
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ence and ill-behaviour. There were moments 
when Susan, seeing Monsieur look unusually tired 
and worn, had twinges of conscience and almost 
resolved to be good. But she had been naughty 
so long now that it was too late to turn back ; 
they would laugh at her, and it would be quite 
impossible to be good all alone. Sophia Jane 
had only to rub her hands like Monsieur, and 
say in broken English: “Ah! it is my leetle 
friend, Miss Susanne,” to make Susan ashamed 
and give up all idea of changing her conduct. 

Now a complaint to Aunt Hannah would have 
altered all this at once; but, unfortunately, Mon- 
sieur was far too good-natured to make one. 
Indeed, as she always sat in the room during the 
French class, he may have thought that she saw 
nothing wrong, and that these manners were 
usual in England. The fact was, however, that 
Aunt Hannah knew very little French, and con- 
cluded that as the girls were never troublesome 
at their lessons with her it was the same thing 
with Monsieur. If she chanced to hear the sound 
of a titter, it was at once checked when she 
glanced round at the offender, and she would 
have been surprised, indeed, if she had known of 
the sufferings the French master endured. 

When she inquired about the progress made, 
his reply was always the same: “Assez bien,” 
which she considered quite satisfactory. 

Time went on, Monsieur had given four lessons, 
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Susan had written four letters to Mother and had 
been four times to chapel with Aunt Hannahs 
She had, therefore, now been four whole weeks’ 
at Ramsgate, and the days seemed to go by 
quickly, instead of creeping along as they did 
at first. And this was in a great measure owing 
to the companionship of Sophia Jane, for, though 
Aunt Hannah was kind and Nanna and Mar- 
garetta caressing, Susan’s life would have been 
dull without someone to invent games with her 
and play in the attic; and, although she thought 
herself far superior to Sophia Jane, she knew 
this very well. When she wrote to her mother 
she was able to say that she liked being at the 
sea-side very much, but she always added: ‘“ We 
have not been on the sands yet.” Now this was 
a thing she longed to do, for Sophia Jane had 
told her of so many delightful things to do and 
find there, that it seemed the most desirable place 
on earth; besides, she wanted very much to begin 
a collection of shells and sea-weed for Freddie. 
There was a card hanging in her bed-room, on 
which pink and green sea-weeds were arranged 
in a sort of bouquet, with some verses written 
underneath, each ending with the line: “ Call us 
not weeds, we are flowers of the sea.” Susan 
thought that very beautiful, and determined to 
try and make one just like it for Mother. But 
the right day never seemed to come for the sands; 
it was always too cold, or too windy, or Nanna 
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and Margaretta wanted to go somewhere else. 
Almost in despair, Susan made her usual request 
to Aunt Hannah one morning: “ May we go on 
the sands?” It was a Saturday, a whole holiday, 
and the day was sunny and mild. 

“On the sands, my dear?” said her Aunt. “I 
am too busy to go, but I daresay the girls will 
take you.” 

But as usual, Nanna and Margaretta had widely 
different plans for spending their Saturday, and 
neither of them wished to goon the sands. Nanna 
had a hat to trim, and Margaretta was to visit 
some friends. Aunt Hannah saw Susan’s dis- 
appointment. 

“Well,” she said, “we will manage it in this 
way. I will spare Buskin to go with you and 
Sophia Jane as far as the little cove near the 
pier; there she shall leave you to play for an 
hour and then fetch you again. You must both 
promise me, however, not to stray further away, 
not to get wet, not to lose sight of the pier, and 
to come back with Buskin directly you see her. 
Can I trust you?” 

They both promised eagerly, much excited at 
the thought of such an expedition, and above all 
at the idea of being left alone for a whole hour. 
During the morning they watched the weather 
anxiously and made many plans. 

“T shall take Grace,” said Susan, “and my 
little basket. What shall you take?” 
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Poor Sophia Jane had not many possessions to 
choose from. . 

“I shall take my skipping-rope,” she said. 

Thus provided, they set forth at three o’clock 
with the grave Buskin in attendance. Susan 
jumpeé¥, and laughed, and chattered with pleasure, 
she was so glad to think that she was going on 
the sands at last, and Sophia Jane, though she 
never showed high spirits in the same manner, 
was in a cheerful and agreeable mood. 

Soon they came to the little cove. The sea was 
“out,” as she had expressed it, very far out in- 
deed, and had left the great black rocks wet and 
shining, all ready to be played on. Between them 
there were deep quiet pools, so clear that you 
could see down to the very bottom, and watch 
all sorts of cunning live things, which darted, or 
crawled, or lay motionless in them; shrimps, tiny 
pale crabs, pink star-fishes, and strange horny 
shells clinging so tightly to the rock that no 
small fingers could stir them. Some of the rocks 
were bare, and others covered with masses of dark 
brown sea-weed which made a popping noise 
when it was trodden on, like the sound of little 
pistols. Here and there were spaces of sand, so 
white and firm that it made you long to draw 
pictures on it, or at least to write your name 
there. Could there, altogether, be a better play- 
ground than this on a sunny day? Sophia Jane 
had been quite right; it was a lovely place! 
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It offered so many attractions, and was so new 
to Susan, that she did not know where to begin 
first, but stood still uttering exclamations of de- 
light and wonder. Sophia Jane, however, had 
made the best of her time already. As soon as 
Buskin disappeared, she at once removéd her 
shoes and stockings, and now stood bare-legged 
in the middle of a deepish pool poking out crabs 
from under a ledge of rock. ; 

“You'd better begin to collect things,” she 
called out to Susan, “or you'll waste all your 
time.” 

Susan felt that this was true, but the difficulty 
now was what to put into the basket, and what 
to leave out; there were so many lovely things 
she wanted to keep, and yet it would not hold 
them all. She wandered from rock to rock find- 
ing something fresh and curious every minute, 
and calling out to Sophia Jane to ask what it 
was. Sometimes she knew, sometimes she did 
not, but she always gave some sort of name to it 
which satisfied her companion. So the time went 
by, and Susan’s little basket had been full and 
empty over and over again, but she had at last 
firmly determined to keep the treasures that were 
now in it, and not to be tempted to change them 
for anything new; she sat down on a comfortable 
flat rock, and spread them all out beside her to 
examine them. At a short distance was the 
witch-like form of Sophia Jane, bent nearly 
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double in her efforts to peer into the dwelling- 
place of some sea-creature amongst the rocky: 
crevices; she was very successful in these sharp- 
eyed inquiries, a match even for the little scurry- 
ing crabs, whose only chance of escape was to 
bury themselves hurriedly deep in the wet sand. 
All at once she gave a short shriek of surprise 
and rapture which was evidently wrung from her 
by some startling discovery. Susan hastened to 
joi her, tumbling over the slippery rocks, and 
leaving all her possessions behind. It was indeed 
a very strange and a very beautiful thing that 
Sophia had found sticking on to the ledge of a 
rock. Something like a jelly, something like a 
flower, with crimson petals which stirred faintly 
about as if moved by the wind. 

“Oh, what is it?” said Susan in great excite- 
ment, “is it a sea-weed ?” 

“Of cowrse not,” answered Sophia Jane. “I’ve 
found ’em before, often. It’s a ‘Seen Enemy.’” 

“T’ve heard of a flower with a name something 
like that,” said Susan. 

“That's a ‘Wooden Enemy,” replied Sophia 
Jane with scorn; “this isn’t a plant, it’s an animal.” 

“Ts it alive, then?” asked Susan. 

“T should just think it is! It can eat like 
anything.” 

“What does it eat?” 

“Little tiny crabs and shrimps. Now, I’m 
going to drop a pebble into it, and you'll see it 
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will think it’s something to eat, and shut its 
mouth. Look!” 

Susan thought it rather cruel to deceive the 
Enemy in this manner, but she could not help 
watching curiously to see what it would do, as 
Sophia Jane popped a little stone into thé midst 
of its soft waving petals. It happened just as 
she had said. The Enemy tucked them all in, 
and suddenly became nothing but a mould of 
smooth red jelly. 

The two little girls bent over this new discovery 
for some time with the keenest interest, but by 
and by there arose a dispute, for one wished to 
tear it from its resting-place and carry it home, 
and the other to leave it where it was. Sophia 
Jane declared that it was her Enemy because she 
had found it, and she should do as she liked, and 
Susan begged her with tears not to disturb it. 
When these were of no use she became angry, 
and called Sophia cruel and naughty; but for 
that Sophia Jane did not care one whit. She only 
repeated doggedly, “I shall take it home, and 
keep it in a basin of salt water.” 

“Then it will die,” said Susan hotly, “and 
you're very cruel and wicked.” 

Sophia Jane did not answer. She was gazing 
fixedly over Susan’s shoulder at the spot where 
the basket and collection had been left. 

“Ha! ha!” she suddenly exclaimed triumph- 
antly, pointing to it, 
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Susan looked quickly round. Alas! while her 
back was turned the deceitful sea had crawled 
quietly up and taken possession of her treasures. 
The flat rock was covered by the waves, and the 
basket was bobbing lightly up and down on the 
water, * 

With a cry of vexation she scrambled over 
the rocks towards it; at least she would try and 
save the basket, though the other things were 
lost; it was one Mother had given her, and she 
was very fond of it. But no, she could not reach 
it. Sometimes the waves brought it back almost 
to her feet, but before she could seize it, it sailed 
merrily away further than ever. After many 
vain efforts she stood looking hopelessly at it 
much cast down and disappointed. Not only 
had she lost her collection, the labours of nearly 
an hour, but now even if she made another she 
had nothing to carry it home in. Sophia Jane, 
who had watched her failures with chuckles of 
delight, now came and stood by her with her 
skipping-rope in her hand. 

“TI can get it,” she said. 

Susan looked round in surprise; this was kind 
of Sophia Jane after she had said so many cross 
things to her. 

“If I get it,” she went on, tying a sort of noose 
at the end of the rope, “will you give it me for 
my own?” 

Susan hesitated. She did not want to lose the 
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basket, and yet it would be almost the same thing 
to give it to Sophia Jane. Meanwhile it came 
again nearly within reach of her outstretched 
fingers, just escaped them, and was borne away 
by the waves. Sophia Jane stood waiting her 
answer. 

“You may have it,” said Susan, for’ she could 
not bear to see the basket lost for ever. 

Then Sophia Jane watched her opportunity, 
cast the rope over it just at the right instant, 
caught it in the noose, and drew it safely on to 
the rock. 

“Now it’s mine!” she cried exultingly, holding 
up her dripping prize, “and I shall take the 
enemy home in it.” 

What an unpleasant little girl Sophia Jane was! 
Susan felt at that moment that she almost hated 
her; she was selfish, and mean, and cruel and un- 
kind, and deserved all the scoldings she had from 
everyone. She could not bear to be near her 
just now; she would go as far from her as she 
possibly could. Leaving her, therefore, crouched 
on the rock near her prey, Susan turned her 
back upon her and started off by herself in an- 
other direction, and in doing this she also turned 
her back upon the pier. She was so injured in 
her mind, however, and so occupied with hard 
thoughts about Sophia Jane, that she could not 
notice this or anything else for some time. On 
she went, jumping from rock to rock with Grace 
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tucked under one arm, pausing now and then 
to look at some strange and beautiful thing 
which lay in her path; how she wished for her 
basket, that she might pick some of them up! 
But at least she could take a few in her pocket, 
thougl? it was inconveniently small. Soon it was 
heavy with damp stones, sea-weed, and shells, 
then she lifted the skirt of her frock in front and 
filled that, and all this while she was going fur- 
ther from Sophia Jane, further from the pier, 
further from the little cove, where they had pro- 
mised to wait for Buskin. She never once looked 
back, however, for there were always lovely 
things still further in the distance that she must 
get. When she was close to these lovely things 
they sometimes turned out to be quite common 
and not worth picking up; but there was sure to 
be something more tempting just a little way 
beyond. Soshe went on and on, and would have 
gone much further but her progress was sud- 
denly checked in a very disagreeable manner; for, 
springing too heedlessly on to a slippery rock, 
and overbalanced by her burden, she fell straight- 
way into a large shallow pool of water. It was 
such a sudden shock that all her treasures were 
scattered far and wide, and poor Grace was thrown 
out of her arms to some distance where she lay 
flat on her face. Confused and startled, Susan’s 
first thought was that she should be drowned, 
and she cried out for help; but, having winked 
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the water out of her eyes, she at once saw that 
it was quite a shallow pool, scrambled quickly 
out and stood on the rock. Thenshe looked down 
at herself with dismay; for, though there was not 
enough water to drown her, it had wetted her 
from top to toe, and she was a forlorn object in- 
deed—her clothes hung to her dripping, her straw- 
hat floated in the pool, and she had cut her chin 
in falling against a sharp stone. The only thing 
to be done now was to get back to Sophia Jane 
as fast as possible, and she also remembered for 
the first time that Buskin must be waiting; so, 
shivering a good deal and feeling very wretched, 
she fished out her hat, picked up Grace who was 
the only dry piece of property she now possessed, 
and prepared to return. But lo! when she looked 
round, the whole place seemed to have changed! 
There was no Sophia Jane to be seen, no pier, 
nothing but high white cliffs, and rocks, and sea. 
Sophia Jane must be hiding, and Susan felt too 
miserable now to stand on her dignity, so she 
called her as loud as she could, several times. 

No answer. No one to be seen. And where 
was the pier? How could that have gone away? 
Confused, and still giddy with her tumble, Susan 
hardly knew what she was doing, but her one 
idea was that she must find the pier, and if it 
was not in this direction it must be in the other. 
So she turned again, and went on the wrong way. 
Now, it was only hidden from her by the project- 
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ing cliffs which formed the little bay into which 
she had wandered, and at that very minute Bus- 
kin and Sophia Jane were not really far away. 
But they could not see or hear her, and now she 
was going further from them as quickly as she 
could. @ 

Not very quickly, because it was so difficult 
to get on, with her wet clothes clinging so 
heavily; even her boots were full of water and 
made queer gurgling noises at every step, and 
her hair hung limp and draggled over her shoul- 
ders. Susan had never been so uncomfortable. 
The cut on her chin hurt a good deal too, for the 
salt water got into it and made it smart; when 
she drew her handkerchief out of her pocket, it 
was only a little damp rag, and no use at all; 
everything was salt watery except Grace, who was 
dry and clean, and had only suffered a dinge on 
her nose by her fall. Susan envied her neat ap- 
pearance; she was a dignified little girl, and could 
not bear to look odd or ridiculous, so at first she 
hoped she should meet no one before she got to 
Buskin and Sophia Jane. The latter would cer- 
tainly laugh at her; but, after all, the accident 
had been her fault, for if she had not been so ill- 
behaved about the Enemy and the basket, it would 
not have happened. 

Stumbling on, with these things in her mind, 
she expected every moment to see the pier, but 
there were still only rocks and cliffs and sea, 
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The waves came rolling in, each one a tiny 
bit further than the last, and one splashed 
suddenly so near her, that it covered her 
with spray. She started back to avoid it; but 
“after all,’ she thought the next minute, “it 
couldn’t make me wetter than I am.” On, on, 
on, and now every step began to be more and 
more painful, for the sand was so wet that she 
had to walk on the rough stony beach close to 
the foot of the cliffs. Poor Susan! she felt very 
tired and desolate; her feet ached, and her arms 
ached, and her head ached, she would have been 
thankful to meet people now, even though they 
might laugh at her. Worst of all, the thought 
suddenly darted into her mind that she had lost 
the way; she stood still and looked vainly round 
for some familiar object, something to guide her— 
there was nothing. As far as she could see, it was 
all the same—tall white cliffs, yellow sand, and 
tossing waves. The only living creature besides 
herself was a beautiful gray and white bird with 
long wings which flew skimming about over the 
water, and sometimes dipped down into it. As 
Susan watched it, she remembered where she had 
seen birds of that kind before, and who had told 
her that they were called sea-gulls; the steam- 
boat, and Monsieur La Roche’s kind voice came 
back to her. How good he had been, and how 
badly she had repaid him since; she had indeed 
been ungrateful and naughty to laugh at him. 
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How thankful she would be to see him now, and 
to hear him say, “My leetle friend, Mees Susanne!” 
But there was no chance of that; Monsieur had 
helped her once in trouble, but he could not come 
down from the skies to her assistance, and there 
was no one in sight on land or sea. 

Suddenlyshe felt too tired and aching and miser- 
able to struggle on any further, and sinking down 
on the hard beach like a little damp heap of clothes, 
she hugged Grace up to her breast and hid her 
face against her. She sat in this way for some 
minutes, hearing nothing but the breaking of the 
waves on the shore and the rattle of the pebbles, 
when suddenly another noise caught her ear—the 
regular tramp, tramp of a footstep crushing down 
on the hard loose stones. She looked up; was it 
a dream? Not three yards from her was the tall 
figure of the man she had been thinking of—the 
French master! Yes, it really washe! There were 
his threadbare greenish coat and his tightly- 
strapped trousers, there was his kind face with 
its high cheek-bones and short-pointed beard. 
Had he indeed come down from the skies? There 
seemed no other way, for Susan did not know till 
afterwards that there were some steps cut zigzag 
down the cliff just behind her. But wherever he 
had come from he was undoubtedly there, real 
flesh and blood, and she was no longer alone with 
the dreadful roaring sea. It was such a joyful 
relief that it gave her new strength; she forgot 
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her bedraggled and woebegone state, and starting 
up began to try and explain how she had lost 
herself. Greatly to her own surprise, however, 
something suddenly choked in her throat, and 
she was obliged to burst into tears in the gniddle 
of her story. 

Monsieur looked at the little sobbing figure 
with much compassion in his face and some dis- 
may, then he touched her frock gently: 

“Ciel! how you are wet!” he exclaimed; “and 
cold too, without doubt, my poor leetle friend.” 
He fingered the top button of his coat doubtfully, 
as though wishing to take it off and wrap her in 
it; but although it was a great-coat there was 
no other underneath it, and he changed his mind 
with a little shake of the head. 

“Come, then,” he said, taking her small cold 
hand in his, “ we will go home together. You 
are now quite safe, and soon we shall be there. 
Do not then ery any more.” 

Susan did her best to stop her tears, and limped 
along the beach by his side, clinging tightly on 
to his hand; but she was tired and worn out, 
and her wet boots were so stiff and pressed so 
painfully upon her feet, that at last she stumbled 
and nearly fell. Monsieur looked down at her 
with concern. 

“Ah!” he said, “the road is rough, and the feet 
are very small. Voyons! An idea comes to me! 
Instead of going to Madame your aunt, which is 
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so far, we will go to the house of my sister; it is 
scarcely ten minutes from here. There I leave 
you, and go to assure Madame of your safety.” 
If Susan had not been so worn out with fatigue 
she would have objected strongly to this plan of 
Monsitur’s, for his sister was a perfect stranger to 
her, and she would much rather have gone home 
to Aunt Hannah. But, feeling no strength or 
spirit left to resist anything, she nodded her head 
silently and suffered him to lift her gently in his 
arms and carry her up the steps cut in the cliff. 
How odd it all was! Confused thoughts passed 
quickly through her mind as she clung fast to 
the collar of the greenish coat. How kind Mon- 
sieur was! how many steps there were, and how 
very steep! how heavy she was for him to carry, 
and how he panted as he toiled slowly up! finally, 
how her dripping clothes pressed against his 
neatly-brushed garments and made discoloured 
patches on them. Would the steps never end? 
But at last, to her great relief, they were at the 
top, and Monsieur was once more striding along 
on level ground, uttering from time to time little 
sentences in broken English for her encourage- 
ment and comfort. They were now in a part of 
Ramsgate that she did not know at all, quite out 
of the town, and away from all the tall terraces 
that faced the sea. The houses were mean and 
poor, and the streets narrow; now and then came 
a dingy shop, and in almost every window there 
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was a card with “Apartments” on it. At one 
of these Monsieur stopped and rang the bell. The 
door was opened at once, as if someone had been 
waiting to do so, and a brown-faced, black-eyed 
lady appeared, who talked very fast in French, 
and held up her hands at the sight of Monkieur’s 
damp burden. He answered in the same language, 
calling the lady Delphine, who, chattering all the 
time, led them down-stairs to a room where there 
was a good fire burning. Susan wondered to 
herself why Monsieur and his sister sat in the 
kitchen, for she saw pots and pans and dishes, 
all very bright and clean, at one end of the room. 
The floor was covered with oil-cloth; but by the 
fire, on which a saucepan hissed and bubbled 
gently, was spread a bright crimson rug, which 
made a little spot of comfort. On it there stood 
a small table neatly laid with preparations for a 
meal, and a pair of large-sized carpet slippers, 
carefully tilted so that they might catch the full 
warmth of the blaze. Sharing this place of 
honour a fluffy gray cat sat gravely blinking, with 
its tail curled round its toes. Opposite the table 
were a rocking-chair and a work-basket, and 
Susan noticed that someone had been darning a 
large brown sock. 

While she looked at these things from the arm- 
chair where Monsieur had placed her on his 
entrance, she also watched the eager face of 
Delphine, who had not ceased to exclaim, to ask 
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questions, to clasp her hands, and otherwise to 
express great interest and surprise. But it was 
all in French, as were also Monsieur’s patient 
replies and explanations. Susan could not under- 
stand what they said, but she could make out a 
good deal by Delphine’s signs and gestures. It 
was easy to see that she wished to persuade her 
brother not to go out again, for when he took up 
his hat she tried to take it away, and pointed to 
the bubbling saucepan and warm slippers. Mon- 
sieur, however, cast a gently regretful glance at 
them, shook his head, and presently succeeded in 
freeing himself from her eager grasp; then, when 
his steps had ceased to sound upon the stairs, she 
shrugged her shoulders and said half aloud: 
“Certainly it is my brother Adolphe, who has 
the temper of an angel, and the obstinacy of a 


pig!” 


CHAPTER IV. 


“HALF-A-CROWN,” 


ADEMOISELLE now turned her attention 

to her guest with many exclamations of 

pity and endearment. She took off Susan’s wet 
frock, boots, and stockings, rubbed her cold feet 
and hands, and placed her, wrapped in a large 
shawl, in the rocking-chair close to the fire. Next 
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she poured something out of the saucepan into a 
little white basin and knelt beside her, saying 
coaxingly: 

“Take this, cherie, it will do you good.” 

It was Monsieur’s soup Susan knew, prepared 
for his supper, and the saucepan was so smail that 
there could not be much left; it was as bad as 
taking half his biscuit, and after having been so 
ungrateful to him, she felt she could not do it. 

“No, thank you,” she said faintly, turning her 
head away from Delphine’s sharp black eyes and 
the steaming basin. 

But Mademoiselle was a person of authority, 
and would not have it disputed. 

“Mais oui, mais oui,” she said impatiently, tak- 
ing some of the broth in the spoon. “Take it at 
once, mon enfant, it will do you good.” 

She looked so determined that Susan, much 
against her own will, submissively took the spoon 
and drank the soup. It tasted poor and thin, 
like hot water with something bitter in it; but 
she finished it all, and Mademoiselle received the 
empty basin with a nod of satisfaction. Then 
she busied herself in examining the condition of 
Susan’s wet clothes, and presently hung them all 
to dry at a careful distance from the hearth. 
Susan herself, meanwhile, leaning lazily back in 
the rocking-chair, began to feel warm and com- 
fortable again; how delicious it was after being 
so cold and wet and frightened! What would 
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she have done without Monsieur’s help? His fire 
had warmed her, his broth had fed her, his house 
had sheltered her, and now he had gone out again 
into the cold night on her service. And yet, she 
had always been rude and naughty to him. What 
would*Delphine say, Susan wondered, if she knew 
of it? She did not look as though she had the 
“temper of an angel” like her brother. Her 
black eyes had quick sparkles in them, quite 
unlike his, which were gray and quiet, shining 
always with a gentle light. Mademoiselle Delphine 
looked quite capable of being angry. Susan felt 
half afraid of her; and yet, it was pleasant to 
watch her neat movements as she darted swiftly 
about the room preparing another dish for Adol- 
phe’s supper, and Susan kept her eyes fixed on her. 
At last, her arrangements over, she drew a chair 
near Susan and took up her darning; as she did 
so there was a sudden pattering of rain-drops 
against the window-pane. 

“Ah!” she exclaimed, holding up the brown 
sock, “that poor Adolphe! How he will be wet!” 

This made Susan feel still more guilty, but she 
could not think of anything to say, and Delphine, 
who seemed to like talking better than silence, 
soon began again. 

“Always rain, always clouds and mist, and 
shadow. The sun does not shine here as in our 
beautiful, bright Paris?” 

“Doesn't it ever rain in Paris?” asked Susan. 
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“Mais certainement, at moments,” replied 
Mademoiselle; “enough to give a charming 
' freshness to the air.” 

“Why did you come away?” asked Susan, 
gathering courage. 

Delphine dropped the brown sock into Ker lap, 
and raised her eyes to the ceiling. . 

“Mon enfant,” she said slowly, “ we are exiles! 
Exiles of poverty.” 

Susan remembered that Sophia Jane had called 
Monsieur “a poor eggsile;” but this way of put- 
ting it sounded much better, and she repeated 
it to herself that she might be able to tell her 
when she went home. 

Meanwhile Mademoiselle bent her eyes on her 
darning again, and proceeded: 

«We were never rich, you see, in Paris, but we 
had enough to live in a pretty little appartement, 
very different from this. My brother Adolphe 
wrote articles for a paper of celebrity on political 
affairs; he had a great name for them, and if the 
pay was small it was certain. For me, I was 
occupied with the cares of the ménage, and 
we were both content with our lives—often 
even gay. But trouble came. There was a crise 
in affaires. Adolphe’s opinions were no longer 
those of the many; the paper for which he wrote 
changed its views to suit the world. Adolphe 
was offered a magnificent sum to change also, 
and write against his conscience. He lost his 
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post; we became poorer every day. ‘Unless 
you write, Adolphe,’ I said to him, ‘we starve.’ 
He has a noble heart, my brother, full of honesty 
and truth. ‘I will rather starve, he replied, 
‘than write lies.’ So after a time we resolved to 
try our fortune here in this cold, gray England. 
And we came. Adolphe was to become a Pro- 
fessor of French, but it was long before he found 
work, and we suffered. Mon Dieu! how we 
suffered during that first month!” 

She paused a moment when she reached this 
point, and nodded her head several times without 
speaking, as though words failed her. Susan, 
who had listened to it all with the most earnest 
attention, feared she would not go on, and she 
wanted very much to know what happened next. 

“Was it because you had no money?” she 
asked softly at length. 

“My child,” said Delphine, her bright eyes 
moist with tears, which she winked quickly 
away, “it isa terrible thing to be hungry one’s self, 
but it is far worse to see anyone you love hungry 
and heart-broken, and yet patient. That is a 
thing one does not forget. But at last, when 
we almost despaired, the Bon Dieu sent us 
a friend. It is a little history which may, per- 
haps, amuse you; it was like this: 

“One night Adolphe was returning to me to 
say, as usual, that he could find no place; no one 
wanted a French master. He had scarcely eaten 
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that day, and for weeks we had neither of us 
tasted meat, for we lived on what I could make 
by sewing, and it was very little. Adolphe 
therefore felt low in spirits and body, for he had 
walked about all the day, and his heart was 
heavy. As he passed a butcher's shop near here, 
the wife, who stood in the doorway, greeted him. 
He had once bought of her some scraps of meat, 
such as you English give to your cats and dogs, 
but which, in hands that understand the French 
cuisine, can be made to form a ragOut of great 
delicacy. 

“‘Good evening, said she; ‘and how did the 
cat like his dinner?’ 

“My brother removed his hat and bowed (you 
may have observed his noble air at such moments), 
then, drawing himself to his full height: 

“Madame, he replied, ‘J am the cat!’ 

“This answer, joined to the graceful manner of 
Adolphe, struck the good Madame Jones deeply. 
They at once enter into conversation, and my 
brother relates to her his vain attempts to find 
employment. She listens with pity; she gives 
encouragement. Finally, before they part she 
forces upon his acceptance two pounds of fillet 
steak. He returns to me with the meat en- 
veloped in a cabbage leaf, and that night we 
satisfy our hunger with appetising food, and our 
hearts are full of gratitude to Heaven and this 
good Madame Jones. And from that time,’ 
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finished Mademoiselle holding up one hand with 
the sock stretched upon it, “things mend. Ma- 
dame Jones recommends Adolphe to Madame, 
your aunt; she again tells others of him, and he 
has now enough to do. We are hungry no 
longer. It is not very gay in the appartement; 
the sun does not shine much, but we are together. 
Some day, who knows? we may be able to return 
to our dear Paris. One must have courage.” 
She stooped and kissed Susan’s upturned face, 
which was full of sympathy. 

“Tf she knew how badly I’ve always behaved 
to Monsieur she wouldn’t have done that,” thought 
Susan penitently. 

“There now rests one great wish in Adolphe’s 
heart,” continued Delphine, “and that is, to be 
able some day to reward Madame Jones for her 
goodness. Strangers, and without money, she 
fed and cheered us, and it is to her we owe 
our success. Never could either of us be so 
basely ungrateful as to forget that if we are 
again blessed by prosperity. Often has Adolphe, 
who is a fine English scholar, repeated to me the 
lines of your poet Shakspere: 


“Freeze, freeze thou winter sky; 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot.” 


Susan had remained wide awake in spite of 


great fatigue during the whole of Mademoiselle’s 
(475) F 
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story; but now, when she came to the poetry, 
which she repeated with difliculty and very 
slowly, there seemed to be something lulling 
in her voice. The room was warm too, and pre- 
sently the sounds in it got mixed up together. 
The crackling of the fire, the bubbling of the 
saucepan, and Delphine’s tones, joined in a sort of 
lullaby. Sysan’s eyelids gently closed, and she 
was fast asleep. So fast that the next thing she 
knew was that Buskin had somehow arrived and 
was carrying her upstairs; that Monsieur was in 
attendance with a candle, and that a cab was 
waiting at the door. But having noticed this, it 
was quite easy to go to sleep again, and she 
scarcely awoke when they arrived at Aunt 
Hannah’s and she was put to bed. 

So it was not till broad daylight the next 
morning that she began to think over her adven- 
tures, and to remember all the wonderful things 
that had happened the day before. And in 
particular all the details of Delphine’s story came 
back to her, and the earnest gratitude with 
which she had talked of Mrs. Jones’ kindness. 
««Strangers, and without money, she fed and 
cheered us. Now that is just exactly what 
Monsieur did for me when I first saw him,” 
thought Susan; “and all I’ve done in return is to 
laugh at him and give him trouble. I haven't 
been grateful at all.” The more she considered 
her conduct the more ashamed she began to feel, 
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and she could not help wondering what Made- 
moiselle Delphine would think of her if she 
knew. “At anyrate,” she resolved, “I won’t do 
it any more. I never will laugh at lesson time, 
and I’al learn everything quite perfectly and be 
as good as ever I can, whatever Sophia Jane 
likes to say.” Sophia Jane, that naughty, badly 
behaved child! After all, it was her fault that 
Susan had done wrong, she went on to think, 
and it was also her fault that she had lost herself 
yesterday, because she had been so disagreeable 
about the Enemy and the basket. It was a com- 
fort to be able to shift the blame on Sophia 
Jane’s shoulder, for Susan liked to think well of 
herself, and she began to feel more cheerful and 
satisfied as she dressed and went down-stairs. 
Here Nanna and Margaretta were prepared with 
all manner of questions about Monsieur, his 
house, and his sister, but Susan was quite deter- 
mined to tell them very little. She repeated 
gravely, “They were very kind, and I like them 
very much;” and this was most unsatisfactory to’ 
her listeners, who craved for the tiniest details of 
her adventure. Sophia Jane alone sat mute, but 
sharply attentive to all that passed, hunching up 
her shoulders and fixing her blue eyes on each 
speaker in turn. She was, as usual, in disgrace 
Susan found, and had been forbidden to speak 
at meals; but as soon. as breakfast was over 

she made the best use of the hour before les- 
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sons began, and examined her companion nar- 
rowly: 

“Whatever makes you look so solemn?” she 
asked at last. 

“I’m not going to laugh at Monsieur Lay Roche 
ever again,” said Susan solemnly. “I've made a 
good resolution.” 

“What for?” asked Sophia Jane. 

“Because he’s been very kind, and it’s wrong 
to laugh at him,” answered Susan. 

Sophia Jane made a face that Susan very 
much disliked, it was so full of contempt. 

“He hasn’t been kind to me, and I don’t care 
if it is wrong,” she said. “TI shall do as I like.” 
“But I want you not to either,” said Susan. 

“T don’t care a bit. Why should I?” asked 
Sophia Jane, who was evidently in one of her 
most reckless moods. 

Susan was silent. There was not much reason 
certainly that Sophia Jane should wish to please 
her; then a bright idea came into her head. 

“Tf you'll promise not to laugh at French 
lessons,” she said, “I'll give you a new head for 
your doll as soon as I’ve got enough money.” 

Sophia Jane considered this offer with her head 
on one side; then she asked: 

“What price?” 

“ Half-a-crown,” answered Susan, “and that 
will buy the very best you can get.” 

“Well,” said Sophia Jane slowly, “I promise.” 
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“But if you whisper, or make faces, or nudge 
me with your elbow you won't have it,” added 
Susan hastily. 

“You didn’t say all that at first,” said Sophia 
Jane; “but I will promise.” 

So fhe agreement was made, and moreover 
written down in Susan’s best printing hand, and 
signed by Sophia Jane. Even then Susan felt 
by no means sure of the result, for it was so 
much more natural to her companion to be 
naughty than good. 

Thursday came, and Monsieur La Roche also 
at his usual hour; Susan put on her most discreet 
behaviour, and kept anxious watch over Sophia 
Jane. But there was no need for anxiety, her 
conduct was perfect, and she not only preserved 
the strictest gravity, but also showed the most 
marvellous quickness in learning her lessons. 
Though she might be a naughty child, no one 
could aceuse her of being a dull one; she grasped 
the meaning of anything like lightning, and 
while Susan was steadily bringing her mind to 
bear on a French verb, Sophia Jane knew it 
already, and could repeat it without a mistake. 
She showed indeed such zeal and attention 
throughout the lessons, that it had a sobering 
effect even upon Nanna and Margaretta, who 
were so employed in wondering at her that they 
did not giggle nearly so much as usual. 

Monsieur himself was not less surprised at this 
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sudden improvement in his class, and above all 
in Sophia Jane, who had, without question, been 
his worst and most backward pupil. When his 
lesson was finished he beamed kindly at her and 
said, “It is tr-rés bien, mademoiselle. I am much 
pleased with you to-day.” . 

It was such a new thing for anyone to’be much 
pleased with Sophia Jane that it hardly seemed 
possible, and everyone stared at her. Aunt 
Hannah turned round from her chair at the 
fireside to see who had deserved this praise. 
Sophia Jane! It was an unheard-of thing. The 
child herself was so unused to the sound of kind- 
ness and approval, that it startled her as though 
she had received a blow. She reddened, gave all 
her features a sudden twist, and blinked her eyes 
at Monsieur for an answer. 

“Sit straight, Sophia Jane, and don’t make 
faces,” said Aunt Hannah, and the well known 
accents of blame at once restored her to her 
usual state. The moment Monsieur was gone 
she was the old Sophia Jane again, tiresome and 
disobedient as ever. And Susan, remembering 
the compact about the half-crown, was not sur- 
prised at this, for, she thought to herself, “she’s 
not really doing it because she wants to be good, 
but because she wants a new head for the doll.” 
It was quite possible, therefore, still to feel that 
she was much better than her companion, and 
this was not unpleasant. 
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Meanwhile she was much looking forward to 
seeing Mademoiselle Delphine again, for Aunt 
Hannah intended to pay her a visit soon to 
thank her for her kindness, and she had pro- 
mised to take both the little girls with her. 
Grace, the doll, must also be fetched home, for 
Susan had been too sleepy to remember her, and 
had left her behind. Monsieur’s house was found 
with some difficulty, but at length Sophia Jane’s 
sharp eyes spied a dusty card in a window with 
“ Mons. La Roche, Professor of French,” written 
on it, and they knew that this must be the right 
one. Susan wondered whether Mademoiselle 
would quickly open the door herself as she had 
done before, but this time a very untidy maid- 
servant appeared with smudges on her face. There 
were many other lodgers in the house beside 
Monsieur and his sister, who had the cheapest 
rooms of all, an underground one which Susan 
had thought to be the kitchen, and two tiny 
attics in the roof. They found Mademoiselle 
waiting to receive them with a yellow ribbon at 
her neck, and a manner full of gracious affability. 
Gambetta sat on the hearth, and the room was 
perfectly neat and clean, but by daylight it 
wanted the air of snugness and comfort which 
Susan remembered. There was a very tiny fire, 
and it all looked bare and cold, for the window 
was so placed that the sunlight could not possibly 
enter. Mademoiselle partly made up, however, 
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for the dreariness of her lodging by smiles and 
pleasant conversation. She was delighted to see 
them all, and to renew her acquaintance with 
Susan, chattering so fast that Sophia Jane had 
plenty of time to notice everything, and pre- 
sently fixed her eyes, full of admiration, on Gam- 
betta, who sat with rather a vexed look on his 
face by the small fire. . 

Presently he rose, stretched himself, humped 
his back, and then jumped up on his mistress’ 
lap. 

“Fj done!” said she, settling her knees more 
comfortably for him. 

“That is a fine cat,” remarked Aunt Hannah; 
“a great pet, no doubt?” 

“You say truly, Madame,” replied Delphine 
gently rubbing Gambetta under the chin; “but 
above all with my brother. I may say that 
Gambetta is the pupil of his eye. How often 
have I made him reproaches because he will 
leave the best of his potage, and pour it in the 
saucer for this cat! And that in the days when 
there was not too much potage, look you, for 
either of us. On his side the animal adores 
Adolphe. He knows his step, he has his little 
pleasantries for him, and his caresses. When my 
brother arrives at night tired, and perhaps a little 
dejected, it is Gambetta who knows how to cheer 
him. And then, he reminds us of Paris, he is the 
only thing of value we brought from there. He 
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is an exile as well as we, and has shared our 
fortunes.” 

“No wonder you are so fond of him,” said 
Aunt Hannah; “but I see he has no collar. Are 
you not afraid of losing such a valuable cat?” 

“Th&t is often in my mind,” replied Made- 
moiselle. “I fear it may arrive some day, for at 
times he makes long courses. The next time we 
have a little money to spare we will buy him one, 
and cause the address to be graved upon it.” 

Both Susan and Sophia Jane listened with 
much interest to all this, and the latter was par- 

sticularly impressed by it; she looked from Del- 
phine’s expressive face to Gambetta’s when the 
collar was mentioned, and seemed about to ask a 
question, but checked herself suddenly. Grace 
being now produced from a table drawer, it was 
found that Mademoiselle’s clever fingers had 
actually made for her a new bonnet, a most 
elegant one, of drawn gray silk. While Susan 
was admiring it, Delphine turned to Sophia 
Jane: 

“And the leetle companion?” she said, “has 
she also a poupée?” 

Sophia Jane hung her head, and looked rather 
ashamed. “Only one without a head,” she mut- 
tered. 

“Ah! that is sad indeed,” said Mademoiselle. 
“Tt is impossible to fashion a bonnet for a lady 
without a head, is it not?) But when you have a 
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new one, I will also make her a bonnet like this. 
I have yet some more sill.” 

Susan could not help giving a glance full of 
meaning at her companion, but Sophia Jane did 
not respond to it, except by a dark frown. 

“When Mademoiselle La Roche is s© kind, 
Sophia Jane,” said Aunt Hannah, “the least you 
can do is to thank her and look pleasant. You 
never see Susan frown like that.” 

On the way home there was a great deal to be 
said about Mademoiselle Delphine, and Susan 
was so delighted with Grace’s new bonnet that 
she could not repeat too often how kind it was, 
of her to have made it. 

“And aren't you glad she’s going to make one 
for you too?” she asked. 

Sophia Jane had been unusually silent and 
thoughtful since they had started, and made 
absent replies to all Susan’s remarks. She seemed 
to be turning something over in her mind, and 
the question had to be repeated before she took 
any notice. Then she only answered calmly: 

“Oh, yes, of course,” as if it were the very 
merest trifle, and she had presents every day, 
which was by no means the case. Susan looked 
curiously at her, there were often moments when 
she did not know what to make of Sophia Jane. 
Then she said: 

“Shall I ask Aunt Hannah to let us stop and 
look in at Miss Powter’s window ?” 
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Miss Powter kept a toy-shop in the High 
Street, and only a few days ago had shown in 
her window quite a collection of dolls’ heads, 
both china and wax. 

“Tf you like,” said Sophia Jane indifferently. 

Sus@n ran up to Aunt Hannah, who was walk- 
ing a little way in front, and put her request, 
which being granted, the little girls were soon 
gazing in at Mrs. Powter’s shop-front. The heads 
were still there, a long row of them, some fair, 
some dark, some with blue eyes, some with black. 

“ Now, which should you choose?” asked Susan 
with much interest; “a wax or a china one?” 

“A wax one,” said Sophia Jane; “because I 
could brush her hair.” 

“But you couldn’t wash her,” objected Susan; 
“and china wears best.” 

Sophia Jane did not seem disposed to linger 
long, though generally she was never tired of 
Miss Powter’s window. She did not enter into 
the matter with nearly enough spirit to please 
Susan, who as they walked on suggested: 

“Tf I were you I should have that one—the 
last in the row, with fair hair. She’s rather like 
Grace, and you see, as their bonnets will be alike, 
we might call them sisters.” 

“Tf IL buy a head at all perhaps I may,” was 
Sophia’s puzzling remark. 

“Well, but you're sure to,” said Susan. “Next 
week I shall have the half-crown, and we can go 
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and choose it together. You mean to, don’t 
you?” 

“Perhaps I do and perhaps I don’t,” answered 
Sophia Jane, and could not be induced to say 
more on the subject. 

Certainly she would win that half-crown’easily, 
for her behaviour to Monsieur La Roche was 
worthy of all praise. Susan even began to think 
that she was overdoing it a little, for she was 
now beyond all the others in the class. Earnest 
effort, and a naturally quick intelligence joined 
to it, produced such good results that Monsieur 
had now a habit of turning to Sophia Jane when 
he asked an unusually difficult question. Could 
it be entirely for the sake of the half-crown that 
she made these extraordinary exertions? Susan 
began to feel jealous of her companion’s progress 
and a little ill-used; for although she tried hard 
to please Monsieur, it was quite evident that the 
pupil he was most proud of was Sophia Jane. 
“Tf he knew,” thought Susan to herself, “ why 
she does it, perhaps he wouldn’t be so pleased. 
And I don’t suppose she'll take so much trouble 
when once she’s got the money.” 

It was a very new thing for Sophia Jane to be 
more praised than herself; and though Susan 
would not perhaps have acknowledged that she 
was sorry to see her good behaviour, it yet made 
her feel uncomfortable when Monsieur looked so 
very pleased with her. She had fully intended 
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to be his model pupil herself, an example to all 
the others, and it was disappointing to give up 
that place to one whom she had considered so far 
beneath her. Besides this, it was a little difficult 
when he time came to part with the half-crown. 
It would only leave sixpence in her purse — 
Maria’s lucky sixpence with a hole in it—and that 
she did not want to spend. It was comforting, 
however, to remember that her birthday was near, 
when her mother would certainly send her some 
money as a present. And she was really anxious 
for Sophia Jane to have a doll to play with, and 
it would be nice to go and see Mademoiselle 
Delphine again about the bonnet; and finally, a 
bargain was a bargain, and decidedly the half- 
crown had been fairly earned. So, all these 
things considered, she cheerfully counted out one 
shilling, two sixpences, and six pennies, and went 
to look for Sophia Jane. 

She was in the sitting-room alone, seated in 
Aunt Hannah’s large arm-chair with an open 
book in her lap which she was intently studying. 

“Here’s your money,” said Susan, plunging at 
once into the business on hand. 

Sophia Jane neither answered or took the least 
notice; but as this was often a tiresome way of 
hers Susan was not surprised, and only repeated 
a little louder: 

“ Here’s your money!” 

Sophia Jane looked up from her book, which 
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Susan now saw to be a French grammar, and 
said, holding out her hand: 

«Give it to me.” 

“You ought to say ‘Thank you,” remarked 
Susan in the reproving voice she often wsed to 
her companion. | 

Sophia Jane counted the coins carefully, going 
twice through the pennies to be sure there were 
the right number. Then she said shortly: 

«Tt’s all right.” 

“Of course it’s right!” cried Susan indignantly. 
But it was not of the least use to be angry with 
Sophia Jane; she was now dropping the pieces 
of money one by one into her pocket with a 
thoughtful air, and seemed hardly to know that 
Susan was there. The latter waited a moment 
and then said: 

«Shall I ask Aunt Hannah if we may go to 
Miss Powter’s this afternoon ¢” 

“What for?” asked Sophia Jane. 

“What for!” repeated Jane in extreme astonish- 
ment. “Why, of course, now you've got the money, 
you'll go and buy the head.” 

Sophia Jane took up her grammar again and 
bent her eyes doggedly upon it. 

«T’m not going to buy a head,” she answered. 

This decided reply was so unexpected that for 
the moment Susan was speechless ; for on the 
whole Sophia Jane had seemed to look forward 
to the purchase, and they had made many plans 
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together about it, so that she had come to think 
of it as a settled thing. It made her feel injured 
and disappointed to be thrust out of the matter 
in this sudden way, for if the head was not to be 
boughtshow would Sophia Jane spend the money ? 
She evidently had some secret plan of her own 
in which Susan was not to share. With a rising 
colour in her face she said at last: 

“T don’t think that’s fair.” 

“It’s my money, and I shall do as I like with 
it,” was Sophia Jane’s only reply. 

“But I shouldn’t have given it you,” said Susan 
hotly, “unless you were going to buy a head.” 

Sophia Jane chuckled. “Well, I’ve got it now,” 
she said, “and I shall keep it.” 

“What a naughty, selfish, disagreeable little 
girl she was!” thought Susan as she stood look- 
ing angrily at her. 

“What are you going to do with it?” she 
asked. 

“That's a secret,” said Sophia Jane, chinking 
the money gently in her pocket. 

“T believe,” said Susan, now irritated beyond 
endurance, “that you mean to spend it all on 
Billy Stokes’ day.” 

Billy Stokes was a man who came round once 
a week selling sweetmeats, and it was Sophia 
Jane’s custom to spend her pennies in this way 
when she had any. 

“If you do,” continued Susan, getting more cross 
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* Sophi led gently and settled 
herself 1 fortably in her chair. ; 

you remember,” said, Susan, 
whose voice beca der and more defiant 


with each sentence 4 Ifyou don't get the, 
head you can’t have the bonnet.” ; 

The last word was a most shy ked, for she had 
now quite lost her temper, and a this moment 
Margaretta looked into t ne iy a. Now it was 
always taken for granted by t ouse 
in any dispute Sophia Jane nyus 
so now Margaretta came at once to thi 
sion, in spite of Susan’s hot and angry 

“How can you be so naughty, hia Jane,” 
she said, “as to quarrel with a sweet-tem ered 
child like Susan? You must have been very 
unkind and tiresome to vex her so much.” 

Neither of the little girls spoke, for Susan was 
still feeling too angry, and Sophia Jane took a 
scolding as a matter of course. 

“If you don’t say youre sorry,” pursued Mar- 
garetta, “I sha’n’t take you out with me this after- 
noon, I don’t wish to have a sulky little girl 
with me. Susan shall go alone.” . 

There was no word from Sophia Jane, or even 
any sign of having heard this speech. At another 
time Susan would have said something in her 
defence, for she knew this blame tobe entirely 
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unjust. But just now she was so vexed wi her 

that she képt silence, and allowed “a aretta to 

go on without interruption. 
“Very well,” said the latter, ‘ 


‘t Fou stay at 
home aby yourself. Aun | ae going to 
see MYs. Bevis, and Su: . Ml have a walk 
together. Vorigite 
sard’ S as we com back an hi 

Susan glanced at her panion’s face to see 


how she to San ® last remark. Buzzard’s open 
tarts were things 
Was she vex de 


Nee Jane specially liked. 
‘One corner of her mouth 


was tucke | asain y which looked far more 
like secret) s rt. ee was very annoying, 
but a d not prefer to be left alone 
in the use that brignt day, so most likely 


she was oS her disappointment. 

_ Susan herself did not enjoy that walk so much 
as usual, though the band was playing gay tunes, 
and the sun shone, and the sea twinkled merrily. 
For one thing she felt that she had been unjust to 
Sophia Jane, and allowed her to be punished for 
no fault; for, after all, it was her money, and she 
had a right to doas she liked with it. Only why 
should she be so perverse and stupid as to have 
a will of her own, and not to carry out Susan’s 
wishes?) What could she possibly be going to do 
with that half-crown? What could it be that she 
wanted so much that she was ready to give up 


all the nice games and plans they had cy al of 
(475) 
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together? As she walked soberly along by Margar- 
etta’s side Susan came to the conclusion that it 
would be best to make no more inquiries about 
it; she had noticed that Sophia Jane would seldom 
yield to persuasion and never to force, but,some- 
times if you left her quite alone she would do 
what you wished of her own accord. This once 
settled in her mind she felt more cheerful, but 
the walk was dull with no one but Margaretta to 
talk to, the open tarts at Buzzard’s had lost their 
flavour, and she was not at all sorry to get home. 
To do Sophia Jane justice she was quite ready 
to meet Susan’s advances in a friendly spirit, and 
did not seem disposed to bear malice. The little 
girls played together as usual, and Susan, true to 
her resolution, made not the smallest reference to 
the half-crown, but this silence made her think 
of it all the more. It was, indeed, seldom out of 
her mind, and every day her curiosity grew more 
intense; morning, noon, and night she wondered 
about that half-crown, and at last her head was 
so full of it that she mixed it up with everything 
she did in lessons or play-time. And at last, one 
day when she and Sophia Jane were reading 
aloud to Aunt Hannah, a new idea, and she 
thought a very good one, was suggested to her. 
In the lesson there happened to be an account 
of a miser, who lived in a wretched hovel, went 
without sufficient clothing, and almost starved 
himself for the sake of hoarding money; every- 
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one thought him poor, but after his death it was 
found that he had lots of gold and silver coins 
hidden away in the mattress of his bed. 

“What makes people misers?” asked Susan, 
wheneshe came to the end of this history. 

“Love of money, my dear,’ answered Aunt 
Hannah. 

“Is every one who saves up money a miser?” 
continued Susan. 

“No. Because they may be saving it for a 
wise and good purpose; but if they hide it up as 
this man did, and only keep it for the pleasure of 
looking at it, then they certainly would be called 
misers. 

“Are there any now?” asked Susan, fixing her 
eyes on Sophia Jane. 

“Oh, yes, I daresay there are, plenty,” answered 
Aunt Hannah, who was getting tired of the sub- 
ject. “Now, get your geography books.” 

But during the rest of the lesson Susan’s mind 
was very far away, and she made all kinds of 
stupid mistakes, for what she was thinking of 
had nothing to do with the map of England. It 
was something much more interesting and im- 
portant; for quite suddenly, while reading about 
the misers, an idea relating to Sophia Jane and 
the half-crown had darted into her head. She 
had hidden it away somewhere, and did not mean 
to spend it at all. The manner in which she had 
chinked those coins in her pocket and counted 
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them over, and her secret and crafty behaviour 
since, all pointed to this. The next question was, 
“Where had she hidden it?” What mysterious hole 
had she found unknown to anyone‘ Susan ran 
over all the possible places in her mind, and was 
earnestly occupied in this when Aunt Hannah 
suddenly asked her a question: 

“Where is the town of Croydon?” 

“In the attic,” answered Susan hurriedly, and 
then flushed up and gave a guilty look at Sophia 
Jane, who merely stared in amazement. 

“My dear Susan,” said Aunt Hannah, “ you are 
strangely inattentive this morning. I can’t let 
you play in the attic if you think of your games 
during lesson-time.” 

As the days passed, Susan, watching her com- 
panion narrowly, felt more and more certain that 
her suspicions were correct. True, she never saw 
her retire to the attic alone to count over and 
rejoice in her secret hoard, which real misers were 
always known to do; but there was this to be 
remarked: she bought nothing of Billy Stokes. 
When Susan saw her look wistfully at the cocoa- 
nut rock, and twisted sticks of sugar-candy, and 
remembered all those pennies, she asked: 

“Which are you going to buy?” 

“None of ’em,” said Sophia Jane, turning away. 
And now Susan doubted no longer. Sophia Jane 
was a miser! 

Sunday came soon after this. It was a day the 
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children never liked much, because, for several 
reasons, it was dull. Aunt Hannah did not allow 
them either to play at their usual games or to read 
their usual books. Grace was put away, the attic 
was forbidden, and they had to be very quiet; the 
only books considered “fit for Sunday,” were 
Line upon Line, The Peep of Day, The Darry- 
man’s Daughter and The Pilgrvm’s Progress. Bits 
of this last were always interesting, and the more 
so because it was a large old copy with big print 
and plenty of pictures throughout. That of Saul 
raising Samuel had a never-ceasing attraction for 
Susan, and Sophia Jane was fond of the part 
about Giant Despair and his grievous crab-tree 
cudgel. In the morning they all went with Aunt 
Hannah to chapel, which was only five minutes’ 
walk from the house; the prayers were long, and 
they could seldom understand the sermon, though 
they had to listen to it because Aunt Hannah 
asked them questions about it afterwards. 

Mr. Bevis, the minister, who was a great friend 
of hers, often came to Belmont Cottage, and 
stayed to have tea. On these occasions it was 
difficult to Susan to think that he really was the 
same man who wore a long black gown on Sun- 
days, and white bands under his chin, and often 
hit the red cushion so hard that she had seen dust 
rise from it. His voice was quite different, all 
mystery had left him, and he became just a com- 
mon gray-haired gentleman, eating muffins and 
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asking for more sugar in his tea. She was afraid 
sometimes that he would ask her some ques- 
tions about his sermons, or perhaps where some 
text came from out of the Bible, but he never did 
so, and indeed took very little notice of the 
children. On this Sunday they were surprised to 
find, when the time came up for the sermon, that 
it was not Mr. Bevis that was going to preach. 
A much younger man mounted the steep stairs 
into the pulpit, and gave out a text about the 
widow’s mite, and Susan began to listen atten- 
tively to the sermon which followed, for, strangely 
enough, it was all about “giving.” How exactly 
suited to Sophia Jane! 

“To give,” said the minister at the close of the 
sermon, “though it leaves a man poor, yet makes 
him rich; but to keep and hoard up treasure, 
though he be called wealthy, yet makes him ex- 
ceeding poor. But the thing given need not be 
money; it may only be a kind effort, a forgiving 
word, a little trouble for some one, but if love 
go with it, then it becomes great and worthy 
at once, for it is part of the giver’s very self. It 
is not what a man gives, but how he gives it, that 
matters. Gold and silver coming from a full 
purse and a cold heart, is a barren gift com- 
pared to the widow’s mite, which was ‘all she 
had.’ 


‘Not what we give, but what we share, 
For the gift without the giver is bare.’” 
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On the way home Aunt Hannah talked about 
the sermon a good deal with Nanna and Marga- 
retta, for it was rather an event to hear a stran- 
ger at the chapel. She said that the preacher 
was “original,” but that she did not consider it a 
“Gospel” sermon, and preferred Mr. Bevis; she 
Joubted also whether the lines quoted at the end 
were from a sacred writer. Now these lines were 
just what Susan remembered best; they came 
into her head again and again that afternoon 
while she was learning a hymn by heart, and it 
was difficult not to mix the two up together. 
She was also occupied with wondering whether 
Sophia Jane had attended to the sermon, and 
would alter her mind about the half-crown. That 
was as mysterious as ever, and Sophia Jane’s 
pointed little face told nothing, though Susan 
fancied that there was a softer look upon it now 
and then, and an expression as of secret satisfac- 
tion. 


CHAPTER V. 


“O what a tangled web we weave, 
When first we practise to deceive!” 


USAN’S mind was very full of all this, and 
she was still watching her companion with 
suspicion, when something happened which gave 
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her thoughts a new direction; for shortly after 
the strange minister had preached at the chapel, 
Sophia Jane became very ill. She had been ail- 
ing for some time, and had refused to join Susan 
in their usual games, complaining of headache, 
but no one had taken much notice of tfiis; she 
was so often perverse and tiresome that it was 
natural to think her only sulky when she sat 
about in corners with her head propped on her 
hand and her eyes closed. But at last Aunt 
Hannah called in the doctor, and after his visit 
she looked very grave, and talked in a low voice 
to Buskin. Susan could not hear all she said, 
but she gathered enough to know that the doctor 
thought Sophia Jane very ill, and that he could 
not yet say what sort of illness it would be: 
She longed to ask some questions about it, but 
she knew from the worried look on Aunt Han- 
nah’s face that it would be better to wait, so she 
took Grace and stole upstairs to Sophia Jane’s 
door. She had been put to bed in a small inner 
room opening out of Aunt Hannah’s, which was 
rather apart from the other bed-rooms, and had a 
little flight of stairs all to itself. On these stairs 
Susan took up her post, and listened anxiously 
to the sounds within; the door was a little open 
and she could hear her aunt giving some orders 
to Buskin, who presently came hurriedly out, 
nearly tumbling over her in her haste. 

“Gracious me, miss! find some other place to 
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sit in, do,” she said erossly clutching at the balus- 
ters. 

“What's the matter with Sophia Jane?” asked 
Susan. But Buskin only muttered to herself, 
rubbed her elbow, and went quickly on. Susan 
wished they would let her go in and sit with 
Sophia Jane. She would be very useful and quiet, 
she thought to herself; she was quite used to 
that when Freddie had bad headaches. She 
wished now that she had not called her compan- 
ion cross and stupid so often lately; but perhaps 
to-morrow she would be better, and then she 
would tell her she was sorry. Just then Nanna 
came up, and not being so full of business as 
Buskin, was able to answer a few questions. 
From her Susan learned that Dr. Martin thought 
Sophia Jane was sickening from a fever of some 
kind; perhaps, if it did not prove infectious, 
Susan would be allowed to see her sometimes. 

“What is infectious?” asked Susan. 

“Anything you can catch,” answered Nanna. 
“Tf it’s scarlet fever, or measles, or anything of 
that kind, I should think aunt will send you 
away.” 

«Where to?” asked Susan in alarm. 

“Qh, I don’t know,” replied Nanna; “anywhere. 
But I can’t stay now, I have to go to the che- 
mist’s for aunt.” 

She went down-stairs, and Susan was left to 
her own thoughts. She hoped that Aunt Han- 
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nah would not send her away, for she felt sure 
she could be of great use in nursing Sophia Jane 
if they would only let her try. And where 
could she be sent? Perhaps to stay with Mrs. 
Bevis, the minister’s wife, who lived in a dull 
house near the chapel with no children’ bfit only 
Mr. Bevis. The idea was an alarming one, but 
it did not trouble her long, for when Dr. Martin 
called the next morning he declared the illness 
to be a low fever, and not in the least infectious; 
there was no necessity, he said, for Susan to leave 
the house, though she ought not be much in the 
sick-room. After this she was allowed to do very 
much as she liked; the days passed as they had 
done in London when Freddie was so ill, for the 
thought of every one in the house was fixed on 
the patient. Suddenly, from utter insignificance 
Sophia Jane was raised to importance. Her 
whims and fancies, once unheeded, were now at- 
tended to with care; the least change in her con- 
dition was marked with interest, and her name 
was in every one’s mouth, spoken softly and with 
kindness. Poor little Sophia Jane! She had not 
much strength, Dr. Martin said, to fight against 
this attack; it was a serious matter for any one 
so frail and weak, and she must be carefully 
nursed. Every one did their best. Aunt Han- 
nah sat up at night with her, and in the day- 
time while she rested, Nanna and Margaretta 
took turns to be in the sick-room, Buskia bent 
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her whole mind on beef-tea, broth, and jelly, be- 
came shorter in her speech, and less inclined to 
answer questions as the days went on. Only 
Susan, in spite of her most earnest wish, was not 
allowed to go into Sophia Jane’s room, and found 
there wef very little she could do to help. She 
had no opportunity, therefore, of telling her com- 
panion that she was sorry for her past unkind- 
ness; she could only sit on the stairs outside her 
room ready to carry messages when wanted, 
watching for the visits of the doctor, and trying 
to gather from the expression of his face whether 
Sophia Jane were better. 

It was hard to be left out when every one else 
was doing something, and at last Susan bethought 
herself that Grace might be a comfort to the in- 
valid, and sent her in by Nanna. To her disap- 
pointment, however, she brought the doll back 
almost directly, dropped it into Susan’s lap, and 
said: 

“She’s too ill to take any notice of it.” 

Too ill to take any notice of Grace dressed in 
her new bonnet! Sophia Jane must indeed be 
unlike herself. Perhaps her head ached very 
badly like Freddie’s. “How I wish they would 
let me help with the bandages!” sighed Susan tc 
herself. Day after day followed, till Sophia Jane 
had been ill a week. No improvement. The 
fever did not leave her; each morning she seemed 
a little weaker and less able to bear it, and each 
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morning Aunt Hannah’s face looked graver and 
more conscious, so that Susan did not like to ask 
the question always in her mind, “ May I see 
Sophia Jane to-day?” 

One afternoon, however, she was in her usual 
place on the stairs reading when the dodr behind 
her opened, and some one said softly, “Susan.” 
She looked up; Aunt Hannah stood there beckon- 
ing her to come in. 

“You may see Sophia Jane for five minutes,” 
she said; “she wants to ask you something. 
You must promise her to do whatever she wishes, 
and speak very gently.” ; 

Susan followed on tiptoe through the first 
room, where there were medicine bottles and a 
strong smell of vinegar, into the second. She 
looked timidly towards the bed and felt as though 
she should see a stranger there and not Sophia 
Jane. This was almost the case, for the little 
figure sitting propped up with pillows had no- 
thing familiar about it. Her hair had been cut 
quite short, and stood up in spikes all over her 
head, there was a burning pink flush on each 
cheek, and her eyes glistened like two steel beads. 

“My darling,” said Aunt Hannah soothingly, 
as she led Susan forward, “here is Susan, tell her 
what you wish, and then you must lie down 
quietly and go to sleep, as you promised.” 

What a different voice Aunt Hannah had now 
that Sophia Jane was ill! And she had called 
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her “darling!” Such a thing had never hap- 
pened before! 

But Sophia Jane took no notice of the caress- 
ing tone: she waved her hand fretfully as Aunt 
Hannahgbent over her, and the gesture said more 
plainly than words, “ Go away, and let me speak 
to her.” Everything seemed strangely altered, 
for, to Susan’s surprise, Aunt Hannah meekly 
obeyed, went into the next room, and shut the 
door. 

At this Sophia Jane put out a hand about the 
size of a canary’s claw, and caught hold of 
Susan’s sleeve: 

“It's behind the big box in the attic!” she 
said, in a small hoarse voice. Of course it was 
the half-crown, but Susan was so confused by 
the eager gaze fixed on her, that she only 
said: 

“What is?” 

«A parcel. ‘Done up in newspaper. For Mad- 
mozal. You must give it her.” 

Susan nodded. 

“Soon,” said Sophia Jane, with a feeble pull at 
the sleeve. 

“To-morrow, if I can,’ answered Susan ear- 
nestly. “What shall I say to her?” 

Sophia Jane’s fingers let go their hold, her 
head drooped on the pillows, and she closed her 
eyes; but she murmured something as she did so, 
and, bending down to listen, Susan heard: 
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“A collar for his cat.” 

“Come away, my dear,” said Aunt Hannah's 
voice. “She is too tired to talk any more. Per- 
haps she will sleep now.” 

Susan went softly out of the rooméand sat 
down in her old place on the stairs. So this was 
how Sophia Jane had spent the half-crown! How 
differently to anything Susan had imagined. In- 
stead of being miserly and selfish, she was gener- 
ous and self-sacrificing — instead of her own 
pleasure, she had preferred to give pleasure to 
Monsieur. And why? Because he had been 
kind to her. He was the only person, Susan 
remembered, who had ever praised Sophia Jane, 
or had looked at her as though he liked her; 
and so, in return, she had given him her very 
best—all she had. As she considered this she 
grew more and more sorry to think how she had 
despised her poor little companion, and suspected 
her of being mean; how she had always joined 
Margaretta and Nanna in blaming and laughing 
at her, and how ready she had been to say, “It’s 
Sophia Jane’s fault.” She longed more than ever 
now to be able to tell her how sorry she was for 
all this, and resolved very earnestly that when 
she got well she would never behave unkindly 
to her again. Meanwhile, there was the collar— 
she would go and look for it at once, so that on 
the first opportunity she might take it to Made- 
moiselle Delphine. She could not give it to 
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Monsieur, for his lessons had been discontinued 
since Sophia Jane’s illness. 

She went up to the attic which she and Sophia 
Jane had made their play-room, and where they 
had hadgsuch merry games together. How de- 
serted and cheerless it looked! Everything seemed 
to know that Sophia Jane was ill. It was late in 
the afternoon, dark, and gloomy; there was never 
too much light in the attic at the brightest of 
times, and now it was so shadowy and dull that 
Susan shivered as she glanced round it. There 
was the dusty roll of wall-paper leaning up in 
one corner; there was the thin, bent, old poker, 
which had somehow a queer likeness to Sophia 
Jane; there was the body of the poor doll, still 
headless and forlorn, stretched on the floor; and 
there, under the cobwebby window, was the big 
black box. Behind that was what she had come 
to seek—the collar. 

Susan knelt on the top of the box, and, peering 
down, could plainly see the parcel jammed tightly 
between it and the wall. It was too far for her 
to reach, but presently with the help of the poker 
she got it up, and proceeded to examine it, quite 
breathless with excitement. The newspaper had 
been partly torn away from it already, and soon 
the collar itself was in her hands. She gave an 
exclamation of delight. It was a pretty collar! 
Not only was it made of brass and lined with 
bright scarlet leather, but at the side was fastened 
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a little round bell which gave a charming tinkle. 
The very present of all others which Susan would 
have chosen herself for Monsieur—if she had 
thought of it. But it was not her present at all; 
it was Sophia Jane who had thought of it, and of 
course it was very good of her. And *}et—she 
went on to think, turning the collar round and 
round—Sophia Jane couldn't have bought it if I 
hadn’t given her that half-crown. It really is as 
much my present as hers, but Monsieur and 
Mademoiselle won’t ever know anything about 
that. It was not nice of Sophia Jane to keep it 
all to herself; if she had told me I should have 
said “Let me pay half,” and then we could have 
given it together. I liked Monsieur and Made- 
moiselle before she did. 

Every moment, as she looked at the pretty 
collar, Susan’s thoughts became more and more 
jealous and unjust; she almost forgot her com- 
panion’s illness and what she had asked her to do, 
in the sense that she herself had been hardly 
treated; she forgot, too, all her resolves to behave 
more kindly. As she sat thus, the shadows grew 
deeper and deeper in the attic until it became al- 
most dark, and looking up, she could only see one 
thing quite distinctly: it was the body of Sophia 
Jane’s doll. There it lay without a head—it 
would most likely never have one now; it had a 
sad deserted look, and yet it reminded her as 
nothing else would have done of her promise half 
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an hour ago. She seemed to see Sophia Jane’s 
eager little face, to hear her whisper “soon,” and 
' to feel the clasp of her weak fingers. Better 
feelings came back to her. She put her jealous 
thoughts aside with a struggle, and as she wrapped 
up the collar again determined that to-morrow, 
if possible, she would take it to Mademoiselle 
and tell her it was Sophia Jane’s present. 

Strange dreams visited Susan that night: some- 
times she saw Gambetta’s comfortable furry face, 
which seemed to smile smugly at her; and then it 
changed, and there was Sophia Jane frowning 
angrily, with terribly bright eyes. The first 
thing she saw when she woke in the morning 
was the collar, which she had put on a chair by 
her bedside, and she at once remembered what 
she was to do that day. As she dressed herself 
she could not help the wish returning strongly 
that it was to be her present as well as Sophia 
Jane’s. How well Gambetta would look in it, 
and how delighted Mademoiselle would be! And 
this time nothing happened to check those re- 
flections, so that by the time she went down- 
stairs they filled her mind entirely. 

Aunt Hannah looked much more cheerful this 
morning. Sophia Jane had slept quietly for some 
hours, and the fever was less; it was the first im- 
provement she had seen. 

She was quite ready to consent when Susan 


asked if she might go to see Mademoiselle. “Cer- 
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tainly,” she said; “Margaretta shall take you, and, 
+f convenient to Mademoiselle La Roche, you can 
stay there an hour or so. Perhaps she will bring 
you back herself in the afternoon; if not, I will 
manage to send Buskin.” 

So it was settled, and at twelve orclotk they 
set forth, the precious parcel tucked under Susan's 
arm, and reminding her every moment of her 
promise to Sophia Jane. Mademoiselle was not 
there when they arrived; she was generally out 
at this hour, the woman of the house said, but 
would certainly return before long. Susan, there- 
fore, was left with Aunt Hannah’s note to wait 
her coming, while Margaretta hastened back at 
once. There was no one in the room but Gam- 
betta, who sat stiffly upright in Monsieur’s arm- 
chair blinking his yellow eyes. Susan went up 
to him, scratched his head, and made some friendly 
advances, but he took very little notice of her. 
He evidently kept his “pleasantries,” as Made- 
moiselle called them, for his friends, and would 
not waste them on strangers. How soft and 
thick his fur was! particularly just at the neck, 
where it stood out in a sort of ruff. How would 
he look in the new collar, and would it fit him 
properly? He had such a large neck. It would 
surely be a good plan to put the collar on, so that 
Mademoiselle might have all the pleasure of a 
great surprise when she came in. It was such a 
splendid idea, and there was so much risk of her 
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arriving too soon, that Susan’s fingers quite 
trembled with excitement as she unwrapped the 
newspaper. As she did so, the little bell tinkled, 
and Gambetta looked up in lazy surprise at the 
noise clse to his ears. “Pretty puss,” said Susan 
coaxingly, and she quickly slipped the collar over 
his head and fastened the strap. It fitted beauti- 
fully, and though it gave Gambetta a somewhat 
constrained air, like that of a gentleman with too 
tight a shirt collar, it was certainly very becom- 
ing, and made him look like a cat of dignity and 
high rank. It was hardly done, and Susan still 
stood with clasped hands admiring his appear- 
ance, when Mademoiselle’s quick step and quicker 
chatter were heard on the stairs. In a moment 
she hurried in with a neat basket on her arm, 
and her face alive with eagerness. She chattered 
so fast in French and English that it was some 
minutes before Susan could present her aunt’s 
note, and when Mademoiselle had read that, she 
had still more to say. For in one breath she was 
charmed to see Susan, and in the next desolated 
to hear that Sophia Jane was ill, and she flew 
from one subject to the other with such astonish- 
ing rapidity that Susan gave up trying to follow 
her, and waited patiently till she should have 
leisure to notice Gambetta. And at length he 
drew attention to himself, for evidently feeling 
neglected, he opened his mouth and uttered a tiny 
plaintive mew. Mademoiselle looked round at 
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once at her favourite, and her eye fell on the 
new decoration. 

“Mais—ciel!” she exclaimed, clasping her hands. 
She was a person of such quick thoughts and 
impulses that, waiting for no explanation, she 
at once took for granted that Susan had given 
the collar, and poured out her delighted thanks 
mingled with caresses. It was really difficult to 
get in a word, though Susan several times tried 
to begin the sentence, “ It’s Sophia Jane's present;” 
but the words were choked by hugs and kisses, 
and she said to herself, “Il tell her presently 
when she gets quieter.” 

This time did not come soon, for even when 
her first excitement was over Mademoiselle’s 
spirits continued to be very gay, and she talked 
without ceasing; she was unusually happy, she 
presently told Susan, because Adolphe had that 
very day obtained another excellent engagement. 

“Figure to yourself,” she said, as she carefully 
took some fresh eggs out of her basket and laid 
them on a dish, “how rejoiced I am that his 
patience is at length rewarded. As I went out 
this morning I said to myself, ‘Delphine, this 
occasion demands a little féte of some kind; it 
would be well to prepare an omelette au fines 
herbes for supper. I therefore buy fresh eggs in 
addition to my usual outlay. I return, and be- 
hold! all good things arrive at once. You are 
here, petite, and have been so amiable for our 
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cherished Gambetta. He, too, will join the féte 
this evening in his charming new toilette, for I 
have not forgotten to provide the morsel of liver 
he loves much.” 

Susar looked on and listened, and soon be- 
came very much interested in Mademoiselle’s 
preparations. It appeared that as Adolphe 
was never home till late they were accus- 
tomed to have their principal meal together in 
the evening; to-day, however, in honour of her 
guest, she was bent on preparing a choice little 
mid-day repast. First she made some coffee and 
put the pot on the hearth to keep warm, and 
then, Susan having helped her to lay the table, 
she proceeded to make a sweet omelette. This 
process was most attractive. It was delightful 
to see how deftly she shook the handle of the 
little pan, how she coaxed and patted and tossed 
the eggs into the form of an omelette, and how, 
just at the very right moment, she hastily removed 
it into a hot dish, swiftly inserted the jam, and 
folded it over. It looked like magic to Susan, 
and for the moment it put everything about 
Sophia Jane out of her head. She soon thought 
of her again, however. Mademoiselle, having 
taken off a large white apron, sat down to do 
the honour of the table with a slightly increased 
colour but unsubdued powers of conversation, and 
her first remark was: 

“So the poor little companion is ill. That is a 
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great pity. You are quite alone, petite, are you 
not?” 

Here was the very moment to correct the mis- 
take, and Susan was just going to speak when 
Delphine added: i 

“Adolphe has informed me of the excellent 
progress she has lately made. It is a child of 
much ability he considers, and very amiable.” 

Alas for Susan! This remark checked the words 
on her lips, and brought back all her jealous feel- 
ings of Sophia Jane. She could not bear to hear 
her praised. She would put off saying anything 
about the present just now, she thought. She 
would still do it of course; but it would be easier 
out of doors when she and Mademoiselle were 
walking home together. And it really seemed as 
though she were to have constant opportunities 
given to her; for, when they started an hour or 
so later, Mademoiselle remarked that the doll 
Grace wore her new bonnet, and asked : 

“And does your little friend yet possess a bébé 
with a head?” 

What could be better? The answer in Susan's 
mind was, “she might have had one, but she 
bought the collar instead .” but somehow she 
could not get the words out. A strange voice 
seemed to reply for her: 

“She doesn’t care about dolls, now she’s ill.” 

“Pauvre petite!” exclaimed Mademoiselle in 
a tone full of sympathy; then suddenly glancing 
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across the road her face became alight with smiles, 
she waved her hand to someone, bowed repeat- 
edly, and said in a low voice, “It is that brave 
Madame Jones!” Susan looked in the same direc- 
tion; she had always been curious to see Madame 
Jones since the story of the beefsteak. There she 
was, standing at the door of her shop with her 
sleeves tucked up; joints of meat and carcasses 
hung all round. Her face was broad and red, and 
she wore a black net cap with pink roses in it. 
She might be brave, and noble, and all that 
Mademoiselle had said, but Susan thought her 
not at all nice-looking, and was quite disap- 
pointed. She had not expected her to be like that. 

“Jt is a most excellent woman,” murmured 
Delphine enthusiastically, “and of a noble heart. 
It is to her we owe the commencement of our 
success.” 

Aunt Hannah’s gate was reached wonderfully 
soon after this, and still Susan had not told her 
of the mistake. “It was only put off, however,” 
she said to herself, “and it really had not been her 
fault. She would explain all, the very next time 
they met.” 

Mademoiselle left her at the gate with an 
affectionate good-bye, and as Susan walked up 
the path to the door the doctor came out. He 
was generally in a great hurry, but to-day he 
stopped and smiled at her: 

«Good news,” he said. “If this improvement 
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continues you may see your companion to-morrow, 
and sit with her an hour. She’s much stronger 
and better.” 

Was it good news? Of course Susan was glad 
that Sophia was better, but the thought at once 
came into her mind, as she watched ‘the® doctor 
out of the gate, “she will ask me about the 
collar. She will expect a message from Made- 
moiselle.” All that evening she was troubled 
about this, and even hoped that Sophia Jane 
might not be quite so well to-morrow, so that 
she might have time to see Mademoiselle again 
and make it all right. “What should I do if 
Sophia Jane asks me straight out whether I said 
the collar was from her? I couldn’t tell her I 
didn’t, and I couldn’t tell her I did. Oh, how I 
wish I had not put it off.’ Now, in all her re- 
flections, Susan still made excuses for herself, and 
still said, “it was not my fault.” She did not see 
that she had been mean and jealous and deceitful; 
but she did see that she had got herself into a 
difficulty, and was anxious, not to atone for her 
fault, but to escape the consequences of it. When 
conscience told her that the right thing was con- 
fession to her companion, she would not listen. 
« After all,” she said, “she perhaps won’t ask me, 
and then it will be all right; for I certainly will 
explain it to Mademoiselle, as I always meant to.” 
And in this way Susan got more and more en- 
closed in the tangled web she was weaving; for 
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how can we make anything right unless we first 
see that it is wrong? 

Sophia Jane continued better, and was much 
looking forward, Aunt Hannah said, to her com- 
panion’s visit. Susan was cautioned before she 
went upstairs to be very kind and gentle, not to 
vex or thwart the invalid, and to call Buskin if 
anything should be wanted. Aunt Hannah would 
go out a little while, which she had scarcely done 
since Sophia Jane’s illness. All this was pro- 
mised, and it seemed another reason against say- 
ing anything about the collar; for, if Sophia Jane 
knew the truth, it would certainly vex and thwart 
her. Susan collected some things which she 
thought might amuse her, and perhaps prevent 
her from dwelling long on the dreaded subject. 
The game of dominoes, Grace, a box of beads, and 
Andersen’s fairy tales. Struggling upstairs with 
these, she was soon in the invalid’s room. 

Sophia Jane looked much more like herself 
than when Susan had last seen her. She was 
lying quietly down among her pillows with a very 
white little face, and one hand resting feebly on 
the substantial form of Dinah, Margaretta’s black 
doll. By her side was a tiny bunch of snowdrops 
which Nanna had found in the garden that 
morning; how kind everyone was to her now! 
It gave Susan a little pang to remember that 
she herself had done nothing to please her, but 
just the opposite. Often, when Sophia Jane was 
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well, she had asked to be allowed to have Dinah 
to herself for a little while, but had always been 
refused. Now, here she was. She was a most 
attractive doll, for there was a foreign air about 
her that distinguished her from all English ones. 
The nuns at Bahia had stuffed her So dieverly 
that her plump black face and limbs glistened; 
she wore earrings, a gay turban, and very full 
flowered chintz skirts. All her under-garments 
would “take off,’ and were trimmed with curious 
hand-made lace. It was a great privilege to be 
allowed to play with her. 

Sophia Jane received her visitor quietly, with 
a small pinched smile. In answer to Susan’s 
inquiries she pronounced herself better, but added 
with her usual old-fashioned air: 

“Tm not well yet, though. I’m still ill and 
shaky.” 

« What would you like to play at?” was Susan’s 
next inquiry put rather hastily. 

“Nothing at all,” was the decided answer. af 
want to talk.” 

« But,” said Susan earnestly, “aunt told me you 
were not to talk much—she did, really.” 

“Well, I'll ask questions, and you talk,” said 
Sophia Jane. 

“Wouldn't you rather have agameof dominoes?” 
Susan ventured to suggest. 

“No,” answered Sophia Jane snappishly, “I 
wouldn’t.” Such an angry gleam came into her 
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eyes that Susan, remembering she was not to 
vex or thwart her, resigned herself to be ques- 
tioned. Her heart beat quickly. What would 
the first question be? It was quite an easy 
one. 
“Did she like it?” asked Sophia Jane, settling 
herself comfortably on her elbow, and staring at 
her companion. 

“Very much indeed,” answered Susan. 

“Did it fit him? Tell me all about it.” 

“Beautifully. I put it on myself, and he looked 
very nice in it. I had dinner with Mademoiselle, and 
she made an omelette—and coffee—and I helped 
to lay the table—and to wash the things after- 
wards—and she told me Monsieur has got some 
more lessons. Then she brought me home, and 
on the way we saw Mrs. Jones standing in the 
door of the shop. She’s not a nice-looking woman, 
but Mademoiselle says she has a noble heart. I 
should think it must be horrid to be a butcher's 
wife. Shouldn't you?” 

Pausing for a reply, Susan gave a nervous 
glance at her companion, whose eyes were still 
fixed upon her, and who took no notice whatever 
of the question. 

“Tid Mademoiselle send a message to me about 
the collar?” she asked. 

“No, she didn’t,” said Susan. Then, seeing how 
crest-fallen the poor little face looked. she added 
hastily : 
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“T expect she means to come and thank you 
herself, or perhaps to write you a letter.” 

A small tear had gathered in each of Sophia 
Jane’s eyes, but she winked them quickly away. 

“You're sure,” she said in a troubled voice, 
“that she understood it was from me?” 

The moment had come. Susan looked straight 
back in her friend’s face and answered instantly: 

“Yes; I am quite sure.” 

It was over. She had now told a real story— 
a very bad one. Nothing worse could happen. 

Sophia Jane seemed satisfied. She gave a little 
sigh, and said softly: 

“Thank you. Then I expect she'll write.” 

After this she did not mention the collar again, 
but was willing to play at dominoes, though she 
could not get through more than one game. 

“T’m tired now,” she said. “You may read 
aloud.” When, however, she found that Susan 
had only brought a book of fairy tales, she was 
much displeased, and declared fretfully that fairy 
tales were nonsense. “'They’re wicked too,” she 
added, “ because they tell stories.” 

Susan disputed this, whereupon Sophia Jane 
grew so excited and angry, and spoke in such a 
shrill voice that Buskin came in from the next 
room to see what was the matter. 

“You've been here long enough, Miss Susan,” 
she said, glancing at Sophia Jane’s flushed cheeks. 
“You better go down stairs and let Miss Sophia 
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Jane be quiet. It’s time she took her medi- 
cine.” 

Susan collected her property and went away. 
There were a good many things to carry, but she 
took one with her which weighed more heavily 
than all the rest put together—the knowledge 
that she had told a story. 

And now, at last, her eyes were opened wide, 
and she could see clearly the tangled web she had 
been weaving for some time past. She could see 
that she had first despised Sophia Jane, and then 
been jealous of her; first been conceited and 
proud, and then mean and deceitful. Good Susan 
no longer, but far far worse than her poor little 
friend, whom she had always considered so 
naughty. Little by little the web had become 
more and more twisted and confused. Would it 
ever be straight again? She made no excuse for 
herself now. Her heart was so full of sorrow and 
repentance that she hardly knew how to bear it, 
and, creeping sorrowfully up into the attic, she 
cast herself down on the big black box and cried. 
She had thought herself so good since she had 
come to Ramsgate, they had all told her so, and 
yet how naughty she had been—naughtier and 
naughtier, until at last she had told a story. 
What should she do? An old rhyme of Maria’s 
came into her head as she lay there sobbing: 


“A fault confessed 
Is half redressed.” 
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That was what she must do. Confess it all to 
Sophia Jane. But what a humbling, miserable 
thing! She could see the expression on Sophia 
Jane’s face when she heard that Susan—good 
Susan—who had always been held up agan ex- 
ample, had deceived Mademoiselle and told a 
story. “Oh, I couldn't! ” said Susan. to herself. 
“ Anything else—any other punishment I would 
bear, but not that.” And then she wént on to 
remember Monsieur and Mademoiselle would 
know too, and they would never like her again, 
or think her a good little girl—it would be too 
dreadful. “I shall never never be happy again 
any way,” said Susan half aloud. “If I don’t tell 
I shall be miserable, and if I do tell I shall be 
miserable too.” 

Nanna’s voice calling her down to tea put an 
end for the moment to these thoughts; but they 
came back during the evening with yet greater 
force, and when she went to bed she felt un- 
happier than she had ever been in her life. She 
was still, however, undecided about confessing 
her fault. 

During the next few days she did not see 
Sophia Jane, though the improvement continued. 
It was arelief not to see her; and yet to go about 
with a fecling like a lump of lead in her bosom 
was not, Susan found, a comfortable thing. It 
did not get lighter as each day passed, and at 
last something happened which so increased its 
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weight that she thought any punishment—any 
open disgrace—would be easier to bear. For, how 
it happened no one could tell, Sophia Jane man- 
aged to catch a chill, the fever returned with 
reneweg violence, and she became seriously ill 
again. Susan could soon tell from the grave face 
of the doctor, and from the scraps of conversation 
she overheard, that her poor little companion was 
even worse than she had been. Besides this, Mr. 
Bevis came one evening, and after he had talked 
a little while to Aunt Hannah her eyes filled with 
tears, and Susan heard her say: 

“The child’s life hangs on a thread.” 

Mr. Bevis said some texts and soon went away, 
but that one sentence remained in Susan’s mind 
and made her more miserable than ever. A thread! 
It was such a thin, weak thing to hang on, and 
if it snapped where would Sophia Jane’s life be? 
Perhaps it would break soon, that very night, 
before she could see her again and ask her par- 
don. It was such a dreadful thought that Susan 
was unable to keep it to herself any longer. She 
shut her eyes, said her evening prayer all through, 
and at the end added very earnestly: “ Don’t let 
it break. Please don’t let it break.” 

Then Margaretta came rushing into the sitting- 
room where Susan was curled up in the window 
seat. She looked pale and frightened. 

“Where's Aunt Hannah?” she said. 

“ Just gone out of the room,” answered Susan. 
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“Qh!” she added, “do tell me—is Sophia Jane 
worse ?” 

“J don’t know,” said Margaretta hurriedly. “I 
want aunt. She ought to see her; I think per- 
haps she would send for Dr. Martin again, 

Dr. Martin was sent for, and came, but he did 
not give much comfort. 

“You can’t do anything,” he said, “ but try and 
keep up her strength. A great deal will depend 
on the next few hours.” 

From her lonely corner Susan watched and 
waited all that wretched evening, and, not daring 
to ask questions, stayed there, chill with misery, 
until long past her usual bed-time. At last 
Buskin came to find her. Wonder of wonders! 
there were tears in Buskin’s eyes, and Susan was 
encouraged by this display of softness to stretch 
out her arms to her for comfort, and whisper, 
“Will she get better?” 

“The Lord only knows, my dear,” answered 
Buskin gruffly; “we're all in His hands.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 


SOPHIA JANE POSTS A LETTER, AND SUSAN PAYS 
» A VISIT. 


USAN remained awake a long, long time that 
night listening with strained ears to the 
subdued noises in the house. She heard Dr. 
Martin come and go away again, his boots creak- 
ing softly on each stair; she heard Aunt Hannah’s 
voice, mysterious and low, wishing him good- 
night, and after that the shutting of the door. 
Then a great stillness seemed to fall over every- 
thing, and she went to sleep at last. 

When she next opened her eyes the darkness 
was over—here was bright daylight again, and 
Buskin drawing up her blind. The first words 
she heard were like part of a dream: 

“She’s had a beautiful sleep, and the fever’s 
taken a turn.” 

Susan rubbed her eyes to be quite sure she 
was awake, and that the good news was true. 

“The doctor’s been already this morning,” con- 
tinued Buskin, coming up to the bedside, “and 
he says she'll do now with care.” 

Susan had a hundred questions to ask, and her 
joy and relief were so great that she wanted to 
pour it all out at once. But this morning Buskin 


was “herself again,” her soft expression was gone; 
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she was cold and stiff as usual, and would scarcely 
say more than “yes » and “no” to these eager in- 
quiries. “I shall hear all about it,” said Susan 
to herself, “at breakfast-time;” and she dressed 
as quickly as she could and went downséairs. 

She was right, for no one mentioned any other 
subject throughout the meal. Sophia Jane had 
been neither liked or valued while she was 
strong and well, but her illness seemed to have 
drawn all hearts towards her. And yet she was 
the same Sophia Jane! 

“JT never could have believed,” said Aunt 
Hannah with tears in her eyes, as she put down 
her tea-cup, “that I should have grown so fond 
of that child!” 

“Poor little darling!” said Nanna. 

«J cried my eyes out last night,” added Marga- 
retta, “after Dr. Martin had gone.” 

“The relief of seeing her fall asleep!” continued 
Aunt Hannah. “TI shall never forget it! It was 
just two o'clock, and I had sent Buskin to bed. 
Presently, I thought the child was lying more 
quietly, and her breathing sounded different. I 
hardly dared to look at her, but when I did she 
was sleeping as calmly as a baby, and her fore- 
head quite moist. I shall never forget it!” 

“Dear little thing!” repeated Nanna. 

“We shall all be very thankful, I’m sure,” said 
Aunt Hannah looking round the table, “if Sophia 
Jane gets quite well again.” 
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“Of course we shall!” exclaimed everyone to- 
gether. 

“ And during her illness I have felt that when 
she was well we were all sometimes too hard 
upon he? faults.” 

There was silence. 

“Everyone is better for being loved,” pursued 
Aunt Hannah. “And I fancy no one has ever 
loved Sophia Jane much in her life. Perhaps 
this has made her hard and disagreeable. At 
any rate, I think we might all with advantage be 
more patient and kind than we have been.” 

It seemed difficult to Aunt Hannah to get 
through this speech, for she stopped very often; 
and Susan could see that once she was nearly 
erying. She had been sitting up half the night 
and was no doubt very tired, but how wonderful 
it was to hear her speak like that of Sophia 
Jane! It made her resolve still more firmly 
than she had yet done, that as soon as ever her 
companion was well enough she would make full 
and free confession of her fault. 

And this time Sophia Jane seemed to have 
made up her mind to go straight on and get 
well, for she improved every day; and though it 
was only a little way at a time there were no 
drawbacks. The morning arrived which Susan 
had long been waiting for, when Aunt Hannah 
said, “You may see Sophia Jane.” Susan thought 
that Mary Queen of Scots could not have felt 
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worse when they told her that the block was 
ready; but she did not flinch. The moment she 
was alone with Sophia Jane she faltered out her 
story, and stood before her with burning cheeks 
and downcast eyes. The little invalil peered 
curiously out of the frilled white cap she wore. 
It was one of Aunt Hannah’s adapted to her 
size, because she complained that her head felt 
cold, and it gave her such a strangely old witch- 
like air that it greatly increased Susan’s fear and 
distress. 

“But I thought you said Mademoiselle under- 
stood I sent it?” 

“So I did,” murmured Susan. 

“But that was a story?” 

No answer. 

“But I thought you were always good?’ with 
a gleam of gratification in her eyes. 

“Tm very sorry,” said the culprit. 

Sophia Jane paused a moment, then she asked: 

“Toes Mademoiselle know now?” 

“No,” said Susan. “I haven’t seen her.” 

“Well!” exclaimed Sophia Jane scornfully, “I 
should think you might write.” 

“So I will,” said Susan earnestly; “and then 
will you forgive me?” 

“Oh, I don’t know about that!” said Sophia 
Jane, shaking her head till the frill of her cap 
trembled. “You see it was so very bad of you.” 

“] know,” said Susan humbly. Then venturing 
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to glance at Sophia Jane’s face she was surprised 
to see a sudden little smile appear, and to hear 
her exclaim: 

“ At any rate there’s one thing! They'll never 
be able to say again, ‘try to be as good as Susan,’ 
because you’ ve been much naughtier now than 
I’ve ever been!” 

She chuckled softly to herself, and then said 
suddenly and sharply: 

“Why don’t you write the letter?” 

It was not the least part of Susan’s punish- 
ment to be treated as a child who could not be 
trusted. But she bore it patiently, fetched her 
desk, and wrote the words sternly dictated by 
Sophia Jane. The latter then requested that 
she might read the letter, and having done so 
watched while Susan directed the envelope and 
put a stamp on it. Then she said: 

“ Give it me,” and immediately pushed it under 
her pillow. 

“Sha’n’t I post it?” asked Susan humbly. 

“Certainly not!” said Sophia Jane decidedly. 
“That would be a pretty thing indeed!” 

Susan felt humbled to the dust, and yet when 
she left her companion’s room her heart was 
lighter, and she was really happier than she had 
been for a long time. She had done what she 
could to repair her fault, and all the pricks and 
stabs which Sophia Jane thrust into her were 
not nearly so hard to bear as the reproaches of 
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her own self, True they were painful, for Susan 
was a proud child and liked to be well thought 
of; but after all she was suffering justly. Even 
‘§ Monsieur and Mademoiselle should always 
despise her after reading that letter she should 
deserve it. But, oh, what a pity it was® 

So the thing next to be dreaded was the meet- 
ing with Mademoiselle Delphine, and to see her 
kindly brown face look cold and displeased. 
Susan could not help hoping that it would not 
happen just yet. She did not want to see either 
her or Monsieur for a long time. She wondered 
whether Sophia Jane had sent the letter at once, 
and whether Mademoiselle would write in answer 
or come herself. She was not, however, kept 
long in uncertainty about this, for two days after 
her interview with Sophia Jane there came a 
note for Aunt Hannah, which she opened at 
breakfast, saying: 

“This is from Mademoiselle Delphine.” 

Susan watched her face anxiously, and saw a 
puzzled expression as she read on. 

“She wants to know,” said Aunt Hannah, at 
last looking up, “if she may come and see Sophia 
Jane this evening at five o'clock, and says she 
brings a friend. What friend can she mean?” 

“Very strange, indeed!” said Margaretta. 

“T’ve no objection whatever to Mademoiselle’s 
seeing the child,” continued Aunt Hannah, “In 
fact, I think it would interest and amuse her to 
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have a visitor. But the friend! I must say I 
consider that rather thoughtless and ill-judged. 
I am always glad to see Monsieur La Roche or 
his sister—but their friends! That is quite 
another matter.” 

" Quite,” said Nanna and Margaretta both at 
once. 

Susan was at first too occupied with the idea 
that Mademoiselle was coming that very evening 
to think about the friend at all, or to wonder 
whom it could be; she hastened with the news 
to Sophia Jane, who had now so far improved in 
strength that she was allowed to sit up a little 
whiléevery afternoon. She was delighted at the 
idea of the visit, and at once made a suggestion 
about the friend which filled Susan with dismay, 
it was this: 

“Perhaps, as she’s so fond of Mrs. Jones, she 
means to bring her.” 

What an idea! and yet when Susan thought it 
over it did not seem unlikely, for Mademoiselle 
always spoke with great admiration of “ Madame 
Jones” as an acquaintance to be much valued. 
“ A noble-hearted being,” she had called her more 
than once. Susan wondered what Margaretta 
and Nanna would think of her if she came. 
They always talked so much about appearance, 
and manner, and dress, and if they disapproved 
of it they said, “rather common.” They would 
certainly call Madame Jones “rather common,” 


136 EXPECTATION. 


for they would not understand about her noble 
heart; and indeed Susan remembered she should 
not have done so herself without Mademoiselle’s 
explanation. It was a pity that when people 
had noble hearts it did not make them logk noble 
outside, and she ended by hoping very much 
that Madame Jones would not come. 

It was between four and five o'clock in the 
afternoon of the expected visit, and the little girls 
were alone together. Aunt Hannah had promised 
that Mademoiselle should have a snug tea with 
them upstairs if she came alone, so that they 
were awaiting her arrival with some anxiety. 
Susan could not help a little secret hope now that 
she would not be alone, so that the dreaded meet- 
ing might be deferred. Sophia Jane had made 
no further reference to the collar, but Susan felt 
as much abashed in her presence as any prisoner 
before his judge, and sometimes found it difficult 
to talk. She gave a timid look at her; she was 
in a large arm-chair close to the fire, very much 
covered up and surrounded by pillows, in the 
midst of which she looked like a small white 
mouse in a red-flannel gown. Her features were 
sharpened by illness, and she still insisted on 
wearing Aunt Hannah’s cap; but though all this 
made her more like an old woman than a child, 
there was to-day a softened light in her blue 
eyes which Susan noticed at once. She had 
never seen it there before. She took courage. 
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“Do you suppose,” she said, glancing at black 
Dinah, “that Margaretta will let you play with 
Dinah when you are well?” 

“I don’t want to get well,” said Sophia Jane 
at once, 

“Don't—want—to get—well!” repeated Susan 
in surprise. 

“J shouldn’t mind always being ill,” said Sophia 
Jane. “Everyone’s kind, no one scolds you; you 
have nice things to eat, and lemonade. I dont 
want to get well.” 

“T want you to get well to play with me again,” 
said Susan. “And I know everybody wants you 
to get well.” 

“Why do they?” asked the invalid. 

“ Oh, because—of course they do,” was the only 
reason Susan could give. 

“Well,” said Sophia Janethoughtfully,“of course 
there’s the trouble of it, and the doctor to pay.” 

She wrinkled her brow as she said this, and 
looked sideways at Susan with her old cunning 
expression. 

“Oh, it isn’t that,” said Susan very earnestly ; 
“why, they’re all dreadfully sorry. That night 
you were worst, you know, Aunt Hannah cried. 
and every one, and so did Buskin.” 

“JT don’t think I should ery if they were ill,” 
said Sophia Jane after some reflection. 

“Well, it shows how fond they are of you, 
doesn’t it?” remarked Susan. 
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“Perhaps,” replied Sophia Jane, and after that 
she was silent for a long time, and Susan stationed 
herself at the window to watch for Mademoiselle 
and her friend. 

Whenever she saw two people in the distance 
she cried out, “Here they are!” And this hap- 
pened so often, and turned out to be not the least 
like them, that at last it made the invalid quite 
peevish. So many false alarms, when she could 
not look out of the window herself, were most 
distracting. 

“You're not to say it again,” she exclaimed in 
a weak voice of command, “unless you see them 
acshally coming in at the gate.” 

Susan controlled herself with difficulty, for she 
was getting very much excited as the time drew 
near. And now, stepping quickly and neatly 
along with a large basket on her arm, Mademoi- 
selle’s figure did really appear—alone. Where 
was the friend? Susan’s heart sank, and her 
hands grew quite cold. In another minute she 
must meet Mademoiselle, and then— 

“She’s coming in at the gate,” she announced 
to the invalid in a trembling voice; “and she 
hasn’t brought Mrs. Jones or anyone, but only a 
large basket.” 

“You're sure?” said Sophia Jane in a husky 
agitated tone; “then look here, quick, before she 
comes in.” 

Susan turned sharply round from the window, 
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Sophia Jane was leaning forward over the grate, 
with a flush on her white cheeks and her eyes 
very bright, and in her hand she held, soiled and 
crumpled, Susan’s letter of confession. The next 
second it had dropped into the heart of the fire, 
and as“he door opened to admit Mademoiselle a 
little flame sprang brightly up. And that was 
how Sophia Jane posted the letter. It was such 
a sudden thing, and so completely altered the 
state of affairs that Susan could not at first take 
it in, or remember that she might now answer 
Mademoiselle’s greetings without shame. These 
_ were most affectionate and cheerful, and she pre- 
sently seated herself close to Sophia Jane’s arm- 
chair with her basket on her knees, and untied 
her bonnet-strings. 

“Madame, your aunt, is so kind to ask me to 
take tea with you,” she said, “and I have taken 
the liberty to bring also a Monsieur who is 
anxious to make his compliments to Miss Sophia.” 

“Is he downstairs?” asked Sophia Jane. 

“Mais non,” said Mademoiselle with a little 
burst of laughter; “he is here, in this room, and 
waits to make himself known.” 

She opened the lid of the basket a very little 
way and peeped in. 

“Tt’s Gambetta!” exclaimed Sophia Jane, in a 
voice hoarse with excitement; “that’s what you 
meant by a friend.” 

There was the tiny tinkle of a bell, Mademoi- 
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selle opened the basket wide, and there indeed 
was Gambetta in all the dignity of the new col- 
lar. 

Nothing could exceed Sophia Jane’s delight 
as she clasped her hands in an eestasy and laughed 
aloud. “Doesn’t he look nice in it?” she said. 
Mademoiselle smiled and nodded in return; every- 
one looked pleased except Gambetta himself, who 
held his neck stiffly as though he said, “ Pride 
must suffer pain.” 

Susan stood a little behind the group while 
this was going on; now she came in front, of 
Mademoiselle and caressed Gambetta’s soft furry 
neck. 

“It’s Sophia Jane’s present,” she said, “not 
mine. She sent it to Monsieur for him.” 

Mademoiselle looked puzzled. 

“It was got with Susan’s half-crown,” added 
Sophia Jane quickly, “so it’s from both of us.” 

“ Ah, that is very amiable of you both,” said 
Mademoiselle. “Gambetta has both the two of 
you to thank—and Adolphe also; that is very 
agreeable.” 

And so the event which Susan had thought of 
and dreaded so much passed with this slight re- 
mark. The confession had been made, and her 
mind was clear again, and free. Free to laugh, 
and talk, and look people straight in the face, 
and be her old happy self. But there was one 
thing she never forgot, and that was Sophia 
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Jane’s generosity. ' By burning that letter she 
had gained not only Susan’s affection but her 
respect; she should never look down upon her 
again. : 

Meanwhile Gambetta became restive, and, in 
spite of all his mistress’s entreaties, broke away 
from her, and refused to settle down till he had 
made a thorough examination of the room. He 
jumped on to the table, smelt all the chairs, 
looked suspiciously behind the chest of drawers, 
and walked gingerly in his high furry boots 
amongst Sophia Jane’s medicine bottles. His 
every movement was watched and admired, and 
by the time Buskin brought in tea he had finished 
his inquiries and drawn near the group by the 
fire. Then, after one thoughtful glance round, 
he chose Sophia Jane’s position as being the 
warmest, softly leapt on to her lap, and snuggled 
himself among her shawls. In this situation he 
presently began a purring song of comfort, in 
which he was joined by the tea-kettle. Sophia 
Jane’s satisfaction was now complete. Mademoi- 
selle Delphine’s face beamed, and Susan, pouring 
out tea with Aunt Hannah’s best pink set, felt 
almost too happy for words. Probably few rooms 
held four happier creatures that evening. 

It was pleasant to see how Mademoiselle en- 
joyed herself; how she said, “Excellente!” to the 
tea, and water-cresses, and muffins, and how she 
coaxed Sophia Jane to eat, and made her laugh. 
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She was one of those fortunate people who pick 
up pleasures everywhere, and find amusement in 
the most common things of life. After tea she 
told them stories. Interesting details about Paris, 
and Adolphe, and their journey to Englaxd with 
poor Gambetta in a basket, and all this made the 
time pass so quickly, that when the clock struck 
seven everyone was startled. Mademoiselle her- 
self sprang up at once with a little shriek. She 
had promised to meet Adolphe at a certain point 
on her way home, and he would without doubt 
be waiting for her. Gambetta, therefore, was 
hustled into his basket before he had time to 
resist, and Mademoiselle, having embraced her 
little friends heartily, was soon on her way. 

The two little girls were silent for a minute 
after she had gone. Sophia Jane, languid after 
such unusual excitement, stared absently at the 
fire, and Susan, not yet quite at her ease, did 
not like to speak first. But when Buskin entered 
it seemed to give her courage, and she said: 

“Haven't we had a nice tea-party?” 

“Yes,” answered Sophia Jane; and added 
thoughtfully, “it’s very nice to be ill.” 

“But I want you to get well,’ said Susan. 
“You can’t think how dull it is downstairs with- 
out you.” 

Buskin would not allow any further conversa- 
tion, and Susan had to say good-night and go 
away. Asshe kissed her friend’s tiny befrilled 
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face, she felt for the first time really fond of her, 
and grateful also. She had made the discovery 
lately that you could not judge people by their 
outsides, or even by what others said of them. 
Undereher cross, crabbed manner Sophia Jane 
had hidden a grateful heart, which had answered 
to the first touch of kindness; and disguised by 
sharp and shrewish words, she had shown a really 
generous and forgiving spirit. Like Madame 
Jones, it appeared that she had a noble heart. 
The next day was one of some excitement to 
Susan, for it had been arranged that she was to 
spend it with some friends of Margaretta and 
Nanna who lived at Ramsgate. Their name was 
Winslow. It was not altogether a pleasant pro- 
spect, for she had never been there before, and 
she had very little hope that she should find them 
agreeable. Not that she knew anything against 
them; on the contrary, their name was never 
uttered without words of admiration, and if 
Nanna or Margaretta wished to bestow high ap- 
proval on anything, they always said it was like 
something the Winslows had. It appeared, in- 
deed, that these friends were much favoured by 
fortune. Their house was the pleasantest, their 
horses the best, their taste the most excellent, their 
children the prettiest and most clever. It was 
this last point which had specially interested 
Sophia Jane and Susan, and they had gradually 
come to dislike the little Winslows, though they 


x 


P 


ak _—o* 
oe 
* 


144 THE WINSLOWS. 


knew nothing of them but their names and ap- 
pearance. Whenever Nanna or Margaretta re- 
turned from seeing these friends they were brim- 
ful of admiration at the excellent conduct and 
talent of the children, and did not fail 40 draw 
unfavourable contrasts. They described their 
dresses, repeated their speeches, and gave many 
instances of their polite behaviour and obedience 
to rules. Little Eva, who was not so old as 
Susan, could already play “The Harmonious 
Blacksmith ” without a mistake. Dear Julia, 
who was Sophia Jane’s exact age, danced the 
minuet with the utmost elegance, and always 
held herself upright. As for darling Lucy, she 
spoke French with ease, and had begged to be 
allowed to begin German. 

Although they had never spoken to these won- 
derful children, the little girls had often met 
them out of doors walking with their governess, 
and had long ago made up their minds about 
them. 

They thought them prim and dull-looking, and 
found something annoying in their neatly-dressed 
little figures, and the perfect propriety with 
which they stepped along, holding their small 
round heads rather high. They imagined, too, 
_ that they had seen them cast glances of surprise 
and disdain on Sophia Jane’s clothes, which were 
often hae and never becoming. They agreed, 

considering them disagreeable chil- 
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dren, and were by no means anxious for their 
acquaintance. 

Remembering all this, Susan felt there was no 
chance at all that she should enjoy herself, and 
she didegot get much comfort from Sophia Jane, 
when she went to say good-bye. 

“I’m glad I’m not going,” she said. “I know I 
should hate ’em. You know we always have.” 

“Perhaps they'll be nicer in-doors,” said Susan, 
though she did not think it probable. 

“TI believe they’re all horrid, every one of ’em,” 
said Sophia Jane decidedly, “in-doors and out, 
and I’m glad I’m not going.” : 

“It wouldn’t be quite so bad if you were,” said 


Susan with a sigh, “because we could talk about © 


it afterwards. But I must go; there’s Margaretta 
calling me.” 

“I hope, Susan,” said Margaretta, as they 
walked along the parade together, “that you will 
remember to behave very nicely, and answer 
properly when Mrs. Winslow speaks to you. 
Don’t blush and look shy. The little Winslows 
never look silly, and I have never seen them 
blush.” 

“Are you fond of Mrs. Winslow?” asked Susan. 

“She’s very kind,” answered Margaretta, “and 
very clever. She knows a great d . 
cation.” Tei 
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which was large and tall, with green balconies, 
and a great many windows. Part of it faced the 
sea, and part of it went round the corner into a 
street, and it all looked, inside and out, so bright 
and clean and new that it was quite Aazzling. 
Susan thought she had never seen a house where 
everything shone so much, and there was so much 
light. Not a shadow, not a dark corner any- 
where, and all the furniture was polished so highly 
that she saw herself and Margaretta reflected a 
dozen times as they moved along. When they 
reached the drawing-room it was still more con- 
fusing, for there were so many mirrors, and win- 
dows, and statuettes under glass cases, that the 
brilliancy almost brought tears to her eyes, it 
was such a contrast to the dimness of Aunt 
Hannab’s low ceilings and small rooms. Wher- 
ever she turned her head, too, another Susan 
stared at her, and this made her feel shy and 
uncomfortable. 

“Isn't it a beautiful room?” said Margaretta, 
seating herself on a pompous yellow sofa. “So 
cheerful!” 

Before Susan could answer, Mrs. Winslow came 
in. She was a fair lady with a very straight 
nose, and she welcomed them kindly, and asked 
after Sophia Jane. 

“My little people,” she continued, scarcely wait- 
ing, Susan noticed, for Margaretta’s answer, “are 
just returning from their walk. Air and light 
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are as necessary to the young as to flowers, are 
they not? How can we expect their minds to 
expand unless the body is healthy?” 

“No, indeed,” said Margaretta. 

Mrs. “Winslow then proposed that they should 
go and take off their hats, which being done she 
led the way downstairs into the dining-room, 
where the “little people” were already assembled 
with their governess for their early dinner. Dur- 
ing this Susan had plenty of time for observation, 
and she soon decided that she should have to tell 
Sophia Jane that they were not nicer in-doors 
than out. They were wonderfully alike: all had 
little straight noses, fair complexions, and pale 
blue eyes, and when they spoke they said all 
their words very distinctly, and never cut any of 
them short. They were very polite to Susan. 

“I encourage conversation with my children 
during meal-time, on principle,” said Mrs. Win- 
slow. “How can you expect them to acquire 
right habits of speaking if silence is imposed?” 

“No, indeed,” said Margaretta again. 

“The force of habit,’ continued Mrs. Winslow, 
putting down her knife and fork, and looking 
from Margaretta to Miss Pink, the governess, 
“has never, it seems to me, been sufficiently con- 
sidered in education. It is a giant power. It 
rests with us to turn it this way or that, to give 
it a right or a wrong direction, to use it for good 
or for evil. I say to my children, for instance, 
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‘always think before you act, in the smallest as 
well as the greatest things.’ By degrees I*thus 
form in them habits of steadiness, thoughtfulness, 
calmness, which will not desert them when called 
upon to act in moments of danger and décticulty. 
‘Train up a child in the way he should go, and 
when he is old he will not depart from it’—nay 
more, he cannot depart from it.” 

It was quite by chance as Mrs. Winslow said 
these last words that her eyes rested on Susan, 
who had been staring at her all the while she had 
been speaking, and who now felt that an answer of 
some kind was expected. She had none to give, 
however, for she had not been listening at all to 
what had been said, her mind being filled with 
wonder and awe at Mrs. Winslow, who talked as 
though she were reading aloud. She only blushed, 
therefore, and immediately became aware that 
three pairs of pale blue eyes were fastened upon 
her from the other side of the table. The little 
Winslows never blushed, Margaretta had said, 
and of course they thought her very silly. She 
longed for the meal to be over, and the visit also. 
Why, she wondered, were Margaretta and Nanna 
so fond of coming here? Margaretta did not look 
as if she were enjoying herself much. She was 
sitting in a stiff position, with her head a little on 
one side, watching every glance of Mrs. Win- 
slow’s, so that she might say “yes, indeed,” or 
“quite so,” or “exactly,” in the right place. Her 
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voice did not sound like the voice she had at 
Aunt Hannah’s, but smaller, and she said her 
words mincingly. Susan felt sure she was not 
enjoying herself. Why did she come? 

Presegtly the conversation became more in- 
teresting, and Susan now listened to it with 
some anxiety, for Mrs. Winslow was making 
arrangements for the afternoon, and she hoped 
to hear of an early return to Belmont Cottage. 
She did not want to see any more of the little 
Winslows, and quite longed to get back to Sophia 
Jane and tell her all about them. It was dis- 
appointing, therefore, to hear it decided that 
Margaretta should drive out with Mrs. Winslow, 
who would leave her at Aunt Hannah’s, and that 
Susan should walk back later with Miss Pink 
and the little people. Margaretta was almost to 
be envied. Perhaps it was because she liked driv- 
ing in a carriage with a pair of swift horses that 
she liked coming here. And yet Mrs. Winslow’s 
presence would spoil anything, Susan thought. 
If she went on talking like that, and Margaretta 
had to sit up and listen to her and make little 
remarks, the drive would not be worth having; 
it could not be much worse to walk home with 
the little Winslows. 

After dinner the little girls took their visitor 
into the schoolroom, where they were to amuse 
themselves until it was time to start for their 
walk. It was a large bright room like all the 
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others in the house; but this cheerfulness did not 
seem to have affected the Winslows themselves. 
They were quiet children, always good and obe- 
dient, but rather dull. They did not seem to 
understand games, and seldom laughed. Hyw very 
different they were to Sophia Jane! Certainly she 
was not nearly so well behaved, but then she was 
a far more amusing companion. The afternoon 
seemed endless. 

“Don’t you ever play with dolls?” Susan asked 
at last. 

“No,” answered Lucy the eldest, “we are too 
old. Eva has one, but we put away our dolls on 
my last birthday.” 

“What do you play at?” inquired Susan. 

“We haven't much time to play,” replied Lucy 
seriously, “ because we belong to so many things.” 

« What things?” 

«“There’s the ‘Early Rising Society, and the 
‘Half-hour Needlework for the East-End Society, 
and the ‘Reading Society, and the ‘Zenana Meet- 
ings;’ and we're all ‘ Young Abstainers.’” 

“What's that?” asked Susan. 

“It’s the children’s temperance society. We 
pledge ourselves not to take alcohol, and to pre- 
vent others from taking it if we can. There's 
a meeting once a month. It’s our turn next time 
to have it here.” 

“What do you do when you meet?” inquired 
Susan. 
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‘Some of us work,” said Lucy, “and someone 
reads aloud.” 

“ And then,” added little Eva, “we have tea.” 

There was a faint look of satisfaction on Eva’s 
face as,ghe said this. 

“Eva thinks tea is the best part of all,” said 
Julia, the next sister, rather scornfully. 

“ Well,” said Susan, “I expect I should too, 
because I’m not fond of needlework. “Unless,” 
she added, “the book was very interesting to 
listen to.” 

“ Sometimes it is,” said Julia, “and sometimes 
it isn’t. Are you fond of reading?” 

“ Some books,” answered Susan. 

“If you belonged to the Reading Society,” put 
in Lucy, “you'd have to read an improving book 
for half an hour every day, and perhaps at the 
end of the year you'd get a prize.” 

“I suppose you mean an uninteresting book 
like a lesson book,” said Susan. “I shouldn’t like 
that.” 

“Well, of course, it mustn’t be a story-book,” 
said Julia. 

“Would the Pilgrim’s Progress do?” asked 
Susan. 

The little girls looked doubtfully at each other. 

“J’m not sure,” said Lucy, “whether that 
would be considered an improving book.” 

Susan proceeded to make more inquiries about 
the various societies, but she did not think any 
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of them sounded attractive, and certainly had no 
wish to join the little Winslows in belonging to 
them. This filled up the time until four o'clock, 
when, with Miss Pink, they all set out on their 
walk to Belmont Cottage. Susan was s rprised 
to see that each little girl was provide with a 
hoop, which was the nearest approach to a toy of 
any kind that she had observed during her visit. 

“We always take hoops out in the afternoon 
until the month of May,” explained Lucy. “Mother 
considers the exercise healthy.” 

It was such a relief to Susan to feel that the 
visit was over, and that she was really going back, 
that she could not walk quite soberly with Miss 
Pink, but danced along the parade by little Eva's 
_ side as she bowled her hoop, and was almost in- 
clined to sing aloud with pleasure. There were 
a great many people about, and quite a crowd of 
carriages, and soon in the distance they saw Mrs. 
Winslow’s black horses approaching. She had 
left Margaretta at Belmont Cottage, and was now 
returning. Just as the carriage passed, Eva, who 
was staring at her mother, gave her hoop a blow 
which sent it in the wrong direction, and it 
trundled out into the middle of the road, almost 
under the horses’ feet. Not quite, however, for 
Susan, who was watching it, sprang after it and 
caught it away just in time. Mrs. Winslow nodded 
and smiled at the children, the carriage drove on, 
and Susan carried the hoop back to the path 
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where the little Winslows were drawn up in a 
row with very serious faces. 

“You might have been run over,” said Lucy 
gravely. 

“T didn’t think about it,” said Susan. 

“‘ Motiter says,” continued Lucy, “ Always think 
before you act.” 

“My dear,” interrupted Miss Pink hastily, 
“Susan has done very well. There are excep- 
tions to every rule.” 

When Susan reached home she found Sophia 
Jane still sitting up, and eager to hear all the 
news about the visit. She at once inquired if 
the Winslows were “horrid;” but Susan would 
not quite say that. “They were very kind to her 
and very good, but—” she added, “I haven’t en- 
joyed myself a bit, and I never want to go there 
again or see them any more.” 

“T told you so,” said Sophia Jane, and she gave 
herself a hug of satisfaction. 


CHAPTER VIL. 
“ CAPTAIN ENTICKNAPP,” 


T was the end of March before Sophia Jane 
was allowed to go downstairs. She had been 
ill six long weeks, and even now she was very far 
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from strong, and walked in a tottering manner 
like a little old lady. Susan, much excited and 
pleased, hovered round her, anxious to be useful 
and add to her comfort. She led her carefully to 
the large arm-chair which she had dragged near 
the window, put a cushion at her back arfa a foot- 
stool under her feet, and brought her a cup of 
beef-tea. Sophia Jane looked out of the window 
and clapped her hands with pleasure. ) 

“How beautiful it is!” she exclaimed. 

For the sun was shining very brightly, and all 
the crocuses in Aunt Hannah’s garden were in 
bloom—smart little soldiers in their trim uni- 
forms of purple, gold, and white, standing in rows 
amongst their bristling green spears. There were 
tiny green leaves on all the gooseberry bushes, 
the sky was blue, and it all looked like a fresh 
new world to her after she had been shut up so 
long in one room. 

“T may go out of doors to-morrow, mayn't 1?” 
she asked eagerly as Aunt Hannah came into the 
room. But Aunt shook her head. 

“You must be patient, my dear,” she said. 
“The sun is hot, but the wind is in the east, and 
it is not really warm yet. The doctor says we 
must be careful not to risk a chill. Susan must 
think of something to amuse you in-doors.” 

“T know something she would like,” said Susan. 

She nodded her head towards the portrait over 
the mantelpiece, and the gentleman in the pig- 
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tail seemed to answer her glance with his kind 
blue eyes. 

“You promised long ago you would tell us a 
story about him—a true one, We should both 
like that,” 

“Perhaps I will this evening,” replied Aunt 
Hannah; “but you must amuse Sophia Jane 
quietly until then, and be careful not to tire her.” 

This Susan readily promised, and looked for- 
ward with great pleasure to the evening, not only 
because she was extremely fond of hearing a 
story, but because she had gradually come to take 
a good deal of interest in Captain Enticknapp. 
He was her mother’s aunt’s father, and there- 
fore Susan’s great-grandfather, and it was won- 
derful to think how long ago he lived, and what 
strange things he must have seen and done. The 
sitting-room, and indeed the whole house, was 
full of objects he had brought home from his 
different voyages: oddly shaped-cups and bowls 
and dishes of blue china, ivory carvings, and 
curious inlaid snuff-boxes. There was one idol 
Susan specially liked. He was made of sandal- 
wood, and sat cross-legged in the middle of the 
mantelpiece just under the portrait. His forehead 
was high and shining, and his expression bene- 
volent; here and there, he had been chipped and 
notched, so that one might smell the fragrance of 
the wood. In her own mind Susan had given him 
the name of Robin Gray, which she thought 
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seemed to suit his face. He was the nicest of 
all the idols, and there were a great many of all 
kinds. 

Captain Enticknapp’s blue eyes looked quietly 
down from the picture upon all these thyngs, and 
also upon sundry of his personal possessions which 
had gone on many and many a voyage with him, 
and seen rough weather in his company. There 
stood the square camphor-wood chest -which had 
fitted into his cabin, and since its last journey 
had remained here in the calm retreat of Aunt 
Hannah’s sitting-room. There was his great 
watch, double cased, with a hole through it; made, 
Susan had heard, by a bullet which might have 
killed Captain Enticknapp if it had not struck 
against the watch first. There, too, was the snuff- 
box he had always carried. It was a flat silver 
one, with portraits of Queen Anne and Dr. 
Sacheverel engraved upon it; but they were so 
faint now with age, and the constant pressure of 
the captain’s thumb that they could hardly be 
traced. 

These things served to keep her great-grand- 
father and his voyages and adventures constantly 
before Susan’s mind, and she thought of him very 
often. At night, when the wind was high, and 
she heard the great waves tossing and tumbling 
on the shore, she liked to fancy him far out at 
sea in his ship, and to wonder if he ever felt 
afraid. When Aunt Hannah read prayers she 
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came to a verse in the Psalms sometimes, which 
seemed quite to belong to him: 

“Such as go down to the sea in ships, and oc- 
cupy their business in great waters; these men 
see the works of the Lord, and his wonders in 
the deep.” 

That was just what Captain Enticknapp had 
done, and Susan had now made up so many 
stories about him in her head, that she was very 
glad to think she was really to hear a true one 
at last. 

Aunt Hannah did not forget her promise, and 
that evening, Margaretta and Nanna being away, 
and the children comfortably settled near the fire, 
she took up her knitting and began as follows: 

“You both know that the old watch I have 
shown you sometimes, with holes through the 
case, belonged to my father, Captain John En- 
ticknapp. I am going to tell you the story of 
how those holes were made, and how that watch 
and the gratitude of a man were once the means 
of saving his life. It happened long ago, when 
I was a little girl of Susan’s age, and lived with 
my father and mother in a house on the river at 
Wapping.” 

The children gazed at Aunt Hannah. She 
wore a front and a cap; her face was wrinkled. 
What did she look like when she was a little girl 
of Susan’s age? 

“You know Susan,” continued she, looking up 
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at the portrait, “that Captain Enticknapp was 
your great-grandfather, and I daresay it seems 
impossible to you to think of him as young as 
as he was when that picture was painted.” 

“Was he young?” asked Sophia Janey “Then, 
why has he got gray hair?” 

«That is not gray hair, my dear, it.is powder; 
nearly every one who could afford to pay the tax 
wore powder in those days. When that picture 
was done my father was only thirty-five years old. 
Well, as I told you, we lived at Wapping, on the 
banks of the river Thames, close to the great 
London Docks. Since then other docks have 
been built, and Wapping is no longer such an 
important place; but then it was the chief en- 
trance for shipping, and nearly all the great 
merchantmen came in there with their cargoes, 
or started thence for foreign countries. Many 
large vessels lay there for months at a time to 
be refitted, and as our house stood close to the 
water’s-edge you could see from its windows all 
that went on, and all the different crafts and 
barges which passed on the river. When you 
wished to go anywhere by water you had only 
to step down a narrow flight of stone stairs 
outside, get into a boat, and be rowed where you 
pleased, and this was a very pleasant way of 
travelling and cost little. At that time few lived 
at Wapping but sea-faring people, and those who 
owned great wharfs, and had to do with mer- 
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chandise and shipping. My father was in the 
merchant service, well known for his successful 
voyages, and always to be trusted to carry through 
a matter honourably and well. He was a man of 
his word; firm and true, and one who would look 
neither to right or left, but go straight on where 
his duty led. When you think of your great- 
grandfather, Susan, you can always feel proud of 
this; there is nothing better than to have had 
people belonging to us in the past who have been 
high-minded and good. He was, of course, often 
absent from us for months at a time, and had 
much to tell us about his voyages when he re- 
turned. He was the first to take out a gang of 
convicts in the ship Scarborough, and land them 
in the place which was afterwards called Botany 
Bay, then a wild and desolate country; this hap- 
pened in the year 1788, when a new law was 
passed to establish a penal settlement in Aus- 
tralia with a governor at its head. Until then 
convicts had been sent to America and the West 
Indies. The account of this landing always in- 
terested me very much; but, on his second voyage 
to Australia, there happened to my father such a 
strange adventure, and such a narrow escape from 
a dreadful death that I never wearied of hearing 
about it, and it is now as fresh in my memory as 
if he had just told it to me. This is how it came 
to pass. It was in the spring of 1789, when he 
had beea at home with us for a month, that he 
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received orders to start for the colony with a 
second lot of 200 convicts, some to be taken on 
board at Woolwich, and some at Portsmouth; he 
was afterwards to proceed to China for a cargo 
of tea, and would therefore be away a long, long 
time. The whole household was sorry for this, 
because we all missed his cheerful companion- 
ship; but my mother grieved most of all, for she 
understood better than we did, the dangers he 
would go through, and felt each time he left her, 
that she might never see him again. But she 
showed her trouble as little as she could until he 
was out of her sight, so that he might go on his 
way with a good heart, and not be too much cast 
down at leaving us alone. 

“Well, he got down to Portsmouth, and the con- 
victs came on board, looking at the first glance 
all very much alike, with their cropped heads 
and their prison clothes. But this was not really 
so, there was a great difference between them; 
for some were men of education and some were 
ignorant; some were brutal and wicked by nature, 
and others only weak and foolish; some were 
stupid, and others clever, and each of these things 
stamps its own expression on the face and form. 

“As my father stood on the quay watching the 
men as they passed him, someone tapped him on 
the shoulder, and turning he saw a certain Major 
Grose standing there. 

“«Captain Enticknapp, he said ‘a word with 
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you about one of those men. Notice the one 
standing fourth from us now; his name is Birt. 
I know him well and his father too. He can be 
trusted; it is misfortune rather than vice which 
has brought him to this evil pass. If you can, 
allow him some privileges, and show him kind- 
ness during the voyage. You will do me a ser- 
vice if you will bear this in mind.’ 

“Now my father was a man only too ready to 
think well of others, and to do them a kindness 
if possible, so he willingly promised, and observed 
Birt closely that he might know him again. He 
was a slight young fellow of about twenty, with 
delicate features and large melancholy eyes which 
he bent on the ground; so shame-faced and sad 
looking, and such a contrast in his bearing to the 
recklessness of many of the other men, that my 
father’s heart was at once touched with pity for 
him. 

“On the voyage he took every possible occasion 
of being kind to Birt, and allowed him the privi- 
lege of being on deck all day instead of only two 
hours like the rest of the convicts. He also lent 
him books, encouraged him to talk of his trou- 
bles, and by degrees learned the whole story of his 
misfortunes. Now, in doing this my father be- 
came fond of him, for to bestow benefits on any- 
one is a sure way to make a friendly feeling 
towards them, and as for Birt he would have 
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gratitude. Very soon this chance was given to 
him. 

“At night the convicts were all locked down 
under hatches and sentinels placed over them, 
The men lay six in a berth, and it so happened 
that one of these disclosed to Birt’a plot that 
forty of them had made and signed with their 
blood. Would he join them and have his share 
of the prize? 

“Now Birt dared not say no, for he feared for 
his life amongst those desperate men. 

“Before I say that I will, he replied, ‘I must 
know your plan. How is it possible to seize the 
ship when such a good look-out is kept?’ 

“Then the convict told him all that had been 
settled by the mutineers. At four o'clock when 
the hatches were raised most of the officers went 
to their cabins, and there would be more than 
twenty convicts on deck who were all in the plot. 
They would then knock down the sentinels, get 
possession of the quarter-deck, and seize the fire- 
arms which were ready loaded. They would 
next release their other comrades and alter the 
course of the ship. 

“<«But what, asked Birt, ‘ will you do with the 
captain, officers, and soldiers?’ 

«*We will kill the captain,’ replied the wretch, 
‘and put his head at the main topgallant mast- 
head—and we will put the first-mate’s head at 
the mizzen, and the boatswain’s at the fore. The 
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other convicts who are not with us in the matter 
we shall put on shore at some island, and leave 
them to shift for themselves, they are worth 
nothing. The ship is a good prize, for the cap- 
tain has a large sum of money on board to take 
out for the East India Company. These things 
done, we shall kill the great hog, and with plenty 
of drink we shall have a good time of it. Do you 
join us?’ 

“ Birt consented, for he dared not do otherwise; 
but all night long he thought, and thought, and 
wondered how to get the plot to the captain’s 
knowledge. He was determined to save his life 
and that of the crew; but it was not an easy 
matter, for he knew that the convicts would now 
watch him narrowly and that he must not be 
seen talking to any of the officers) The only 
thing to do was to put it down in writing and 
get it somehow into their hands. But how to 
write it, when he was never a moment alone? 
and it must be done the next day. 

“At last after much puzzling he hit upon a 
plan. 

“Jn the morning when he went on deck he 
washed a shirt and took it up to the foretop to 
dry. Now the foretop is a place high up in the 
rigging of the ship, a very giddy height indeed, 
and when a man is there he is really almost out 
of sight and it is impossible to see what he is 
doing from the deck. Birt had a little pocket- 


top, he wrote down all he knew about the in- 
tended mutiny. When he went below he hoped 
to get a chance of slipping it into the captain's 
hand, or of putting it where he would be likely 
to find it. 

“But luck was against him, for he could not get 
near the captain the whole of that day, and there 
were keen eyes always fastened upon him by the 
convicts, who were on deck by fifty at a time, and 
watched each other closely for fear of treachery. 
Amongst each fifty there were always some who 
were in the plot, and if they had suspected Birt 
of betraying them they would have made short 
work of him, and this he knew very well. Even- 
ing came, and still he had been able to do nothing. 
The next morning at four o’clock the bloody deed 
was to be done. He paced the deck to and fro, 
to and fro, almost in despair, and yet determined 
to venture something for the captain’s sake. 
Then he noticed that the first-mate was in the 
hold serving out water, and suddenly an idea 
came into Birt’s head. He pretended to stumble, 
threw himself right down the hatchway as though 
by accident, and fell a distance of sixteen feet 
into the hold. As you may imagine all was im- 
mediately stir and excitement, for at first they 
thought he was killed—and, indeed, he was badly 
bruised, having fallen on to a water-cask. In the 
bustle, however, he managed to slip the book into 
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the mate’s hand, and the thing was done. The 
surgeon was sent for and they got him up on 
deck, where, while his hurts were being looked 
to, he had the satisfaction of seeing the mate go 
aft and then into the captain’s cabin. 

“Promptly the soldiers were ordered up, but 
when the convicts on deck found their plot dis- 
covered they did not yield without a struggle. 
It was a short but a violent one, for in the con- 
fusion they got hold of some fire arms and fought 
desperately. The captain was twice wounded, 
and it was then that the old watch you see 
there had its share in saving his life. For the 
bullet, striking against the case and passing 
through it, was thus lessened in force, and did 
not reach a vital part of the body. It was, 
nevertheless, a serious hurt, and caused him much 
suffering, for it was some days before the bit of 
metal could be extracted from the wound. 

“Meanwhile the convicts, being overpowered, 
were secured under hatches again, and the cap- 
tain then made Birt point out the ringleaders 
and the most desperate of the men, which he did 
to the number of thirteen. These were placed in 
irons for the rest of the voyage, and when the 
vessel arrived at Port Jackson it was supposed 
they would have been hanged. But the governor 
declaring that it was not in his power to do so, 
they were registered to be kept in irons, chained 
two and two together, all their lives long. 
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« And thus this wicked plot was found out, and 
those wicked men punished, and thus it pleased 
Heaven to preserve your ereat-grandfather’s life 
first by reason of the gratitude and devotion of 
Mr. Birt, and secondly through his stout old 
watch which did him good service and turned 
aside the enemy’s bullet.” ; 

Aunt Hannah paused, and looked up at the 
picture again. 

“But,” said Susan, “what became of Mr. 
Birt?” 

“He was pardoned,” replied my aunt, “on the 
representation of my father—because of the ser- 
vice he had rendered in saving the ship and crew 
at the risk of his own life.” 

“T’m glad of that,” said Sophia Jane; “ because 
it was so very good of him to tumble down the 
hatchway.” 

“He never returned to England,” continued 
Aunt Hannah, “but settled in China, where I 
believe he prospered and became at last a rich 
man. My father often heard from him and al- 
ways spoke of him with affection.” 

“That's a very nice story, indeed,” said Susan. 
“T’m sorry it’s over.” ! 

1 The account of the convicts’ mutiny is taken from the un- 


published diary of Captain John Marshall, in command of the ship 
Scarborough at the time, 
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CHAPTER VIIL 
SHRIMPS AND GOOD-BYES. 


TX months had passed. Susan’s visit to Rams- 
gate was drawing to a close, for her mother 

had said in her last letter that she should soon 
be able to fix the day of her return. Six whole 
months! How long, how endless they had seemed 
to look forward to, but how very short they were 
to look back on. Susan could hardly believe 
they were really gone. She remembered well 
how desolate she had felt at first, how strange 
everything had been to her, and how she had 
longed to see a familiar face; but now, though 
of course it would be delightful to go home, 
there really were some things in Ramsgate she 
would be sorry to leave. One of these was the 
sea. It had almost frightened her at first, but 
now she had grown to love its changing face and 
voice, which were scarcely ever the same for two 
days together. For sometimes, sparkling with 
smiles, it would keep up a pleasant ripple of con- 
versation, breaking now and again into laughter. 
At other times, darkly frowning, it would toss 
itself up and down in restless vexations, and hurl 
its waves on the shore with hoarse exclamations 
of anger. You could never be sure of it for long 
together, and in this it was strangely like the 
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other thing which Susan felt she should miss— 
Sophia Jane. She and the sea were about equal 
in the uncertainty of their moods, for it must not 
be supposed that her nature was so changed by 
her illness that she became at once a good and 
agreeable little girl. This is not easy when one 
has become used for a long while to be tiresome 
and ill-tempered, for “ habit,” as Mrs. Winslow 
had said, is a “giant power.” The longer we 
have done wrong the more difficult it is to do 
right. And yet in some ways she was altered; 
she was not quite the same Sophia Jane who 
had said “I like to vex em” six months ago. 
Grateful for past kindness she now made many 
small efforts to please Aunt Hannah, and would 
even sometimes check herself when most irritated 
by Nanna’s and Margaretta’s reproofs. Naughty 
or good, she had now become such a close com- 
panion to Susan that any pleasure or amusement 
unshared by her would have been blank and dull. 
Now Susan knew what it was to have a com- 
panion she did not like to think of the time 
when she should learn lessons alone, and play 
alone, and have no one to talk over things with 
and make plans. Troubles were lessened and 
joys doubled by being shared, and when she 
thought of life at home without Sophia Jane she 
felt quite sad. At such moments she wondered 
whether her friend would be sorry too when the ~ 
time came for them to part, and whether she 
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really cared at all about her. It was difficult 
to find out, for Sophia Jane was not given to 
express herself affectionately, or to use terms of 
endearment to anyone. She had never been 
accustomed to it. The two people to whom she 
showed most attachment were Monsieur La Roche 
and his sister, and even to these she was never 
what Mademoiselle called “expansive.” Remem- 
bering this, Susan felt it was quite possible that 
Sophia Jane would see her depart with an un- 
moved face and no word of regret, and some- 
times this made her unhappy. She would have 
given a good deal for a word of fondness from — 
her once despised companion, but all her efforts 
to extract it were useless. 

“Shall you be dull after I go away?” she 
would ask, and Sophia Jane would answer shortly: 

“You're not going yet. What’s the good of 
talking about it?” 

A day was now drawing near in which both 
the little girls were much interested—Sophia 
Jane’s birthday. Susan’s present, prepared with 
much caution and secrecy, was quite ready, and 
put away in a drawer till the time came. She 
had bought the wax head out of Miss Powter’s 
shop which Sophia Jane had admired long ago, 
and fixed it to the body of the old doll. Then 
little by little she had carefully made a complete 
set of clothing for it, after the pattern of those 
Grace wore, and Mademoiselle Delphine had 
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added the promised gray silk bonnet to the cos- 
tume. Altogether it made a substantial and 
handsome present, and Susan often went to look 
at it, and pictured to herself her companion’s sur- 
prise and pleasure. And besides this there was 
something else to look forward to, for Aunt Han- 
nah had promised that on this same occasion the 
children should go to Pegwell Bay and have 
shrimps for tea. 

The Pegwell Bay shrimps were already famous 
in those days, and were considered far superior 
to any caught elsewhere; but the place itself had 
not yet become noisy and crowded as was the 
case in after years. It was still a quiet and 
beautiful little bay with only one countrified inn 
standing close to the shore. In the garden of 
this there were green arbours, or boxes, with neat 
tables and chairs, where you might sit at your 
ease, look out over the sea, watch the vessels 
sailing in the distance, and eat the dusky-brown 
shrimps for which Pegwell Bay was well known. 
To these were added small new loaves of a pecu- 
liar shape, fresh butter, and tea. Nothing else 
could be had, but this simple fare was all very 
good of its kind, and to Susan and Sophia Jane 
it was more attractive than the finest banquet. 
And its attractions were increased by the fact 
that Aunt Hannah had given Sophia Jane leave 
to ask whom she chose to join her birthday 
party. 


“ ta 
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“Whom shall you ask?” said Susan as soon as 
they were alone after this permission. 

“Only two people beside you,” answered Sophia 
Jane immediately. “Monsieur La Roche and his 
sister.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Susan. She paused a mo- 
ment, for it seemed a bold stroke on Sophia Jane’s 
part; then she added: 

“T should like them to go very much; but 
sha’n’t you ask anyone else? Not Margaretta 
and Nanna?” 

“J don't mind asking them,” said Sophia Jane, 

‘because I know they won't come.” 

And she was quite right, for on hearing of who 
were to form Sophia Jane’s party to Pegwell 
Bay, Nanna and Margaretta became very scornful. 

“ What a ridiculous party!” exclaimed Marga- 
retta. “Now, if you were to ask the little Win- 
slows and their governess, and Mr. and Mrs. Bevis 
and those nice-looking pupils, how much better 
it would be. Nanna and I would go with you 
then.” 

“ Of course,” added Nanna, “if you’re going to 
have Monsieur and his sister, who always look 
such absurd objects, you couldn't ask any one 
else. But I call it very nonsensical. I wonder 
Aunt Hannah allows it?” 

“Aunt said I might ask who I liked,” replied 
Sophia Jane, “and I do like Monsieur and Ma- 
damoiselle, and I don’t like the Winslows, and I 
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can’t bear Mr. Bevis’ pupils. You and Nanna 
may come if you like.” 

“We're much obliged to you,” answered Mar- 
garetta with dignity, “ but we greatly prefer stay- 
ing at home.” 

So as Sophia Jane had said, there were only 
to be two guests beside Susan, for though Aunt 
Hannah was invited and made no objection at all 
to the party, she excused herself from joining it, 

The invitation written and accepted, they had 
now only to wait till the time came, to wish 
heartily for a fine day, and to look forward to 
the event with an excitement quite unknown to 
those who have many pleasures. It seemed slow 
in coming, but it came. The weather was bright 
and cloudless, and nothing was wanting to their 
satisfaction. It is true Nanna and Margaretta 
still looked scornfully superior when the party 
was mentioned, but that was not enough to spoil 
it, and both Susan and Sophia Jane set forth on 
their expedition with the lightest possible hearts, 
prepared for enjoyment. 

Aunt Hannah was to take them to meet Mon- 
sieur and Mademoiselle at the place were the 
omnibus started for Pegwell Bay, and when they 
got within a short distance they could see that 
their punctual guests were already there waiting. 
They were both in the most cheerful spirits, and 
had attired themselves in a manner suitable to 
“le voyage.” Monsieur, in particular, had cast 
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aside his ordinary garments, and had now quite 
a marine and holiday air. He wore a white 
waistcoat and trousers rather shrunk, a sailor 
hat, and a short blue coat; slung round him by a 
bright new leather strap he carried a telescope in 
a neat case, with which to survey distant ship- 
ping, and in his hand a cane with a tassel. Ma- 
demoiselle on her side had not forgotten to do 
honour to the occasion by a freshly - trimmed 
bonnet, and a small bouquet of spring flowers in 
the front of her black dress. 

After some delay—partly caused by Monsieur, 
who had many polite speeches to make, and 
stepped about in front of Aunt Hannah with re- 
peated bows, and partly by Mademoiselle’s ex- 
treme reluctance to getting on to the top of the 
omnibus—the start was really made. Susan drew 
a deep breath of delight, and thought it was the 
most beautiful drive she had ever had. 

Their way, after they had rattled through the 
streets of the town, lay for some distance along a 
sandy road with woods on each side of it. The 
sea was hidden, but there were the fresh green 
buds on the trees to look at, and the blue sky 
overhead flecked with little white clouds, and the 
larks to listen to singing high up in the air over 
distant cornfields. By and by the road came out 
on the cliff again, and soon made a sudden dip so 
that the sea was now quite close to them, and on 
the other side another sea of freshly-springing 
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wheat stretched away inland for miles. It was 
such a steep and stony hill that Mademoiselle 
began to be seized with panics of terror in case 
the horses should slip, so that she often clung 
tightly to Adolphe and cried, “ Ciel!” This en- 
livened the journey a good deal, and she joined 
in laughing at herself with much good-nature, 
though it was really with a sigh of relief that 
she exclaimed, “Nous voici!” when the omni- 
bus stopped at the door of the inn. It stood 
about half-way down the road leading to the 
shore, high enough to have a broad view over the 
sea, which was now at low tide. In the distance 
you could see the shrimpers slowly pushing their 
nets before them, and nearer on the rocks below 
the bent forms of people gathering cockles; the 
eray gulls wheeled about overhead and poised 
themselves on their broad wings, or rode trium- 
phantly on the gentle rippling of the water, and 
far far away on the edge of everything the sha- 
dowy sails of ships glided slowly past like ghosts. 
To these last Monsieur turned his attention, and 
having unstrapped his telescope took up a com- 
manding position on a rising mound in the gar- 
den, and proceeded to sweep the horizon. Not 
with much success at first, but after it had been 
pointed out to him that he was looking at the 
wrong end he got on better, and Mademoiselle 
and the children leaving him thus employed 
strolled down to the shore until the tea should 
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be ready. When there it was astonishing and 
delightful to discover Mademoiselle’s extreme 
ignorance of marine objects. She had lived nearly 
all her life in Paris, she told them, and since she 
had been at Ramsgate had been too busy to go 
further than the town. It was most interesting, 
therefore, to search for curiosities, explain their 
habits to her and tell her their names, and she 
never failed to express the utmost wonder and 
admiration as each fresh one appeared. Even 
when Susan suddenly placed a star-fish on her 
lap as she sat gazing over the sea, and requested 
her to feel how flabby it was, she came bravely 
through the trial, though she inwardly regarded 
it with disgust and fear. Then with garments 
held tightly round her, and feverishly grasping 
_her parasol, she was persuaded to venture on a 
little journey over the slippery rocks. Sophia 
Jane and Susan, on either hand, advised the safest 
places to tread on, watched each footstep care- 
fully, and made encouraging remarks as though 
to a child. Finally, after many perils and nar- 
row escapes, she was conducted with much ap- 
plause safely back to the dry land, and up again 
to the inn garden. y 

“ Here they found Monsieur in a state of placid 
enjoyment expecting their return, and in a con- 
venient arbour facing the sea the meal was ready 
prepared. Sophia Jane poured out the tea be- 
cause it was her birthday, but not without diffi- 
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culty, for the tea-pot was enormous, and her 
hands so small and weak, that she had to stand 
up and use her utmost strength. No one offered 
to help, however, for they well knew that it 
would have been considered an insult. Unlike 
some entertainments much looked forward to, 
Sophia Jane’s party was a complete success. There 
were no disappointments at Pegwell Bay. Every- 
thing was good, everyone was merry, the shrimps 
more than came up to everyone’s expectation. 

The meal was nearly finished, and it was draw- 
ing near the time for the omnibus to start back 
to Ramsgate, when Mademoiselle suddenly drew 
a letter from her pocket. 

“Stupid animal that I am!” she exclaimed, “I 
have till this moment forgotten to give you this, 
Adolphe. It arrived after you left this morning. 
My head is turned, it appears, by going to fétes.” 

She smiled at the little girls as she handed the 
letter to her brother, and he put on his spectacles 
and opened it. Susan watched him. It was a 
thin foreign envelope, and the letter inside it 
was short, but it seemed to puzzle him a great 
deal. He held it out at arm’s length, frowned 
at it, and gave it an impatient tap with one 
finger. Then he took off, his glasses, rubbed 
them, put them on, and read it again, after which 
he rose suddenly, and leaning across the table, 
stretched the letter out to his sister, and said in 
a strange excited voice: 
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“Read Delphine—read, my sister.” 

Delphine was not long in doing so, one swift 
glance was enough, and next, to the children’s 
surprise, she rushed from her place to Adolphe’s 
side, threw her arms round his neck, kissed him 
a great many times, and burst into a torrent of 
tears. What could be the matter? What dread- 
ful misforcune could have happened? Susan and 
Sophia Jane looked at each other in alarm. A 
moment before all had been happiness and gaiety, 
and now both Monsieur and his sister appeared 
to have lost all control over themselves, and were 
giving way to the most heartfelt distress, Some 
terrible news must have been contained in that 
letter. They stood at a little distance from the 
table, clasping each other’s hands, uttering broken 
French sentences, and lifting their eyes to the 
sky, while tears rolled unrestrained down their 
faces. “If any one else saw them,” said Susan 
to herself, “they would think they were mad,” 
and she looked with some anxiety towards the 
inn door. There was no one in sight fortunately, 
and soon, a little subdued but still in a strange 
excited state, the brother and sister advanced 
hand in hand to the table. The odd part of it 
was that Mademoiselle was now actually laughing 
though her eyes were wet with tears. 

“Forgive us, my children,” she said, “ it relieves 
the heart to weep. Trouble we have borne with- 


out complaint. but now joy comes, the tears come 
(475) M 
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also. Adolphe, my brother, you are more able to 
speak. Tell them. I can no more.” 

She sunk down in a chair and covered her face 
with her hands. 

Thus appealed to, Monsieur stood up at the 
end of the table facing the sea, like one prepared 
to make a speech, took off his sailor hat, and 
passed his hand thoughtfully over his closely- 
cropped head. Susan and Sophia Jane, still 
puzzled and confused, stared up at him spell- 
bound without saying a word, deeply impressed. 
For suddenly there seemed to be a change in 
Monsicur. He looked taller, and drew a deep 
breath like one who is relieved from some oppres- 
sion. It was as though a burden had dropped 
from his shoulders, and set him free to stand 
quite upright at last. 

His gray eyes, though red with weeping, had 
a light in them now of hope and courage, and he 
fixed them on the distance as though he were 
talking to someone far away across the sea in 
his native country. 

“My children,” he said, “my sister has told 
you that we have borne our troubles without 
complaint, and that is true. But they have been 
hard troubles. Not only often to be hungry and 
very weary in the body—that is bad, but there 
is worse. It is a sore thing to be hungry in the 
mind and grieved in the spirit. To leave one’s 
real work undone, so that one may earn some- 
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thing to eat and drink, to have no outlet for 
one’s thoughts, to lose the conversation and sym- 
pathy of literary men. That is a bondage and a 
slavery, and that is what a man who is very 
poor must do. He must leave his best part 
unused, wasted, unknown. He is bound and 
fettered as though with iron. But that js now 
past. To-day we hear that we are no longer 
poor people. This letter tells me that I am now 
arich man. Free. Free to go back to Paris to 
take up again my neglected work, to see my 
sister’s adorable patience rewarded by a life of 
ease and leisure—to see again my friends—” 

Monsieur stopped suddenly, and Mademoiselle, 
clasping his hand, immediately rushed in with a 
mixture of French and English. 

“Oh, Adolphe! Adolphe! it is too much. Figure 
it all to yourself! The Champs Elysées, and the 
Bois, and the toilettes and the sunshine. To dine 
at Phillippe’s perhaps, and go the theatre, and to 
hear French words, and see French faces, and 
taste a French cuisine again. Nothing more 
English at all! No more cold looks and cold 
skies—” 

“Calm yourself, Delphine, my sister,” said 
Monsieur, “ we forget our little friends here.” 

“It is true,” said Mademoiselle wiping her eyes 
with her pocket-handkerchief, and glancing at 
the children’s upturned astonished faces, “I am 
too much exalted. I will restrain myself. Voyons 
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petites amies,” she continued, sitting down be- 
tween them, “it is this which has so much moved 
us. It is that a magnificent, yes, a magnificent 
fortune comes to my brother by the death of his 
cousin. It is a little sudden at first, but,” draw- 
ing herself up with dignity, “he will adorn the 
position, and we shall now resume the ‘ De’ in 
our name, for our family is an ancient one.” 

“Shall you go away?” asked Sophia Jane. 

“ Assuredly. My brother,” looking with much 
admiration at Adolphe, “will now have large and 
important affairs to conduct in Paris.” 

“T am sorry,” said Sophia Jane dejectedly. 

Mademoiselle kissed her and Susan with much 
affection. 

“Tf the sky is cold and gray here in England, 
we have also found good and warm hearts,” she 
said, “which we shall never forget. It is Gam- 
betta with his little tinkling bell who will remind 
us of some of them.” 

But Sophia Jane still looked grave. It was 
difficult to be glad that Monsieur and his sister 
were going away, and Susan's spirits were also 
more sober, though it was a relief to find that the 
letter had contained good news. A quietness had 
indeed fallen upon the whole party, for Adolphe, 
now that the first excitement was over, sat 
silently musing with his gaze fixed dreamily on 
the distance. Even for Mademoiselle it was 
almost impossible to keep on talking all alone, 
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and her remarks gradually became fewer until 
the start homewards was made. Then the move- 
ment and the chill evening air seemed to restore 
her usual briskness, and she proceeded to describe 
to the children the exact situation of the “ap- 
partement” which she and Adolphe would occupy 
on their return to Paris, and make many brilliant 
plans for the future. As they entered the town, 
observing that her brother still remained silent 
and thoughtful, she touched him gently on the 
knee. 

“A quoi pense tu mon frére?” she asked. 

“Of many things, my sister,” he replied in 
French; “and amongst them, of how we shall 
best recompense the brave Madame Jones.” 

Buskin was waiting to take the little girls 
home, and looked on with severity at Monsieur’s 
parting bows and graceful wavings of the sailor 
hat. 

“Make my compliments to Madame, your aunt,” 
said Delphine to Susan, “and say that I shall 
wait on her to-morrow.” 

So Sophia Jane’s party to Pegwell Bay was 
over, and all that remained was to repeat the 
wonderful news of Monsieur’s fortune at Belmont 
Cottage. It was received with enough excitement 
and interest to be quite satisfactory, and to be 
sufficient réason for sitting up much later than 
usual. There were many questions to answer 
from everyone, and Nanna and Margaretta ap- 
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peared to find the smallest details welcome. “How 
did Monsieur look when he opened the letter ? 
What did he say? What did Mademoiselle say ? 
How large was the fortune? What was the 
cousin’s name who left it to him?” 

«They're an ancient family,” said Sophia Jane, 
“and you must be swre to call them De La Roche 
now.” 

“I always thought,” said Margaretta, “that 
there was something gentlemanly about Mon- 
sieur. Odd, you know, but not common.” 

“Oh, certainly not common!” replied Nanna. 

It seemed strange to Susan to hear that, for 
she remembered how they had both thought it 
impossible to invite anyone to meet him at Peg- 
well Bay. 

She was still occupied with wondering about 
this when the evening post came in, There was 
a letter for Aunt Hannah, and when she had read 
it she looked over her glasses at Susan. 

“Dear me!” she said. “This is sudden news 
indeed. Your mother writes from London, my 
dear, where she arrived yesterday.” 

“Am I to go home?” said Susan, getting up 
from her chair as though ready to start at once. 

“Nurse is to fetch you the day after to-morrow,” 
said Aunt Hannah, looking at the letter again. 
“ Are you in such a great hurry to leave us that 
you cannot wait till then?” 

Susan had grown fond of Aunt Hannah, and 
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did not wish to seem ungrateful. She went and 
stood by her chair and said earnestly: 

“Tm very sorry to go away. I am, indeed; 
but, of course, I want to see Mother.” 

As she spoke she gave a glance at Sophia Jane. 
Did she mind? Was she sorry now that the time 
had come?” 

If she were she gave no sign of it. Her face 
expressed neither surprise, or interest, or sorrow, 
but was bent closely over some shells she had 
brought from Pegwell Bay. 

“We shall all miss our little Susan,” continued 
Aunt Hannah, kissing her affectionately. 

“That we shall,” said Nanna. 

“Dear, good little thing!” said Margaretta. 

Surely Sophia Jane would say something too. 
No. She went on arranging her shells in small 
heaps, and took no manner of notice. 

“And as for Sophia Jane,” continued Aunt 
Hannah, “she will be completely lost without 
her companion.” 

Susan looked entreatingly at her friend, long- 
ing for a word or look of affection, but not a 
muscle of the small face moved; it might have 
been made of stone. 

“Won't you be sorry to lose Susan, my dear?” 
asked Aunt Hannah. 

“T suppose so,” was all the answer, with an 
impatient jerk of the shoulders. 

Susan was so hurt at this coldness that she 
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went to bed in low spirits, and thought of it 
sorrowfully for a long while before she slept. It 
cast a gloom over the prospect even of going 
home to think that Sophia Jane did not love 
her. 

She had evidently not forgotten Susan's be- 
haviour in the past, and did not wish to have her 
fora friend. It was the more distressing because 
Susan had made a plan which she thought a very 
pleasant one, and was anxious to carry out. It 
was to ask her mother to allow her to have Sophia 
Jane on a visit in London. She would then be 
able to show her many things and places she had 
never seen, and enjoy her enjoyment and surprise. 
The Tower, the Zoological Gardens, Astley’s, West- 
minster Abbey, St. Paul’s, and all the wonders 
and delights of town. It was a beautiful idea, 
but if Sophia Jane held aloof in this way it must 
be given up. And yet it was a most puzzling 
thing to account for this chilling behaviour, be- 
cause lately she had been more kind and pleasant 
than usual, and sometimes almost affectionate. It 
was useless, however, as Susan now knew, to 
wonder about Sophia Jane’s moods. They came 
and they went, and it was, after all, just possible 
that she would be quite different in the mor- 
ning. 

When the next day came she got up with a 
feeling that she had a great deal on her hands, 
for it was her last day at Ramsgate, and she must 
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say good-bye to everyone and let them know she 
was going away. At breakfast-time something 
was said about going to make a farewell visit to 
the Winslows, but Susan thought there were more 
important matters to be done first. 

“Til go if I’ve time,” she said seriously; “but 
you see I have a great deal to do, because this is 
my last day.” 

Her round of acquaintances was not large, but 
the people who formed it lived at long distances 
from each other, so that it took up a good deal 
of time to see them all. There was the periwinkle 
woman, who sat at the corner of Aunt Hannah’s 
road; there was the donkey and bath-chair man, 
and a favourite white donkey; there was Billy 
Stokes, the sweetmeat man; and Miss Powter, who 
kept the toy-shop. There was also a certain 
wrinkled, old Cap’en Jemmy, who walked up 
and down the parade with a telescope under 
his arm and said, “A boat yer honour!” to 
passers-by. 

The children had made these acquaintances in 
their daily walks, and were on friendly terms 
with them all; so that Susan was not satisfied 
till she had found each of them and gone through 
the same form of farewell. 

“Good morning!” she said. “I’ve come to say 
good-bye, because I’m going home to-morrow.” 

None of them seemed so much surprised and 
interested to hear this as she had hoped. They 
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took it with a calm cheerfulness, which was rather 
disappointing, for it seemed that her departure 
would not make much difference to anyone in 
Ramsgate. It was a little depressing. There 
were now only two more good-byes to be said, 
and they were to Monsieur and Mademoiselle 
De La Roche, who arrived in the afternoon and 
stayed some time receiving congratulations, and 
talking over the wonderful change in their for- 
tunes with Aunt Hannah. Compared to this, 
Susan’s going away seemed a very insignificant 
thing, and though they were both kind, and 
Mademoiselle invited her to stay some day with 
her in Paris, she did not feel that it made much 
impression on them; they soon began to talk 
again of their own affairs. Susan felt disap- 
pointed. She would have liked someone to be 
very sorry indeed that she was going away from 
Ramsgate, and, after the visitors had left, she 
looked round for Sophia Jane, with a lingering 
hope that she might be in a softer frame of mind. 
She was not in the room, and Susan hesitated. 
Should she go and find her, and risk the rebuff 
which was nearly sure to come, or should she 
leave her alone? This would be the only chance. 
To-morrow, in the bustle and hurry of prepara- 
tion; they would not be a moment alone. She 
stood considering, and then the desire for sym- 
pathy was too strong to be restrained, and she 
took her way slowly towards the attic. She felt 
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no doubt that Sophia Jane was there, but on the 
threshold of the half-open door she stopped a 
minute to get courage, for she was very uncertain 
as to how she might be received. Perhaps her 
companion might be angry at being followed. 
Presently as she stood there she heard a little 
gasping noise. She listened attentively; it was 
like someone crying, and struggling to keep it 
from being heard. Could it be Sophia Jane, and 
was she really sorry? Much encouraged by the 
idea Susan hesitated no longer, but marched boldly 
in. There was Sophia Jane lying flat on the big 
black box, face downwards, her little frame shaken 
with stormy sobs, which she tried in vain to con- 
trol. As Susan entered she raised her head for 
an instant, and then turned from her to the 
wall. 

Susan perched herself on the end of the box 
and sat silent for a moment before she said 
gently: 

“ What’s the matter?” 

“Go away!” sobbed Sophia Jane. “I’m very 
poorly. My head aches.” 

“ Let me put wet rags on it,” said Susan eagerly. 
“T’ve done it often for Freddie. Ill fetch Aunt 
Hannah’s eau de Cologne. It'll soon make it 
better.” 

Sophia Jane turned her head round from the 
wall and fixed two inflamed blue eyes upon her 
companion. 
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“T’m not erying,” she said, “but I’m very poorly. 
The sun made my eyes water when we were out 
this afternoon, and my head aches.” 

“T’]l soon do it good,” said Susan, 

She jumped off the box and ran downstairs, 
quickly returning with some cau de Cologne 
mixed with water in a tumbler, and a clean 
pocket-handkerchief. 

Sophia Jane was quieter now, and lay watch- 
ing her preparations with some satisfaction, 
though her chest heaved now and then, and she 
blinked her red eyelids as though the light hurt 
them. When the cool bandage was put on her 
forehead she gave a sigh of comfort, and rested 
her head on Susan’s lap as she sat behind her on 
the edge of the box. 

“Tl tell you something,” she said presently. 

“IT was crying. I'm dreadfully, dreadfully 
sorry you're going away.” 

“T’m glad you're sorry,’ said Susan, “ because 
I was afraid you didn’t mind.” 

“Everyone's going away but me,” went on 
Sophia Jane. “Monsieur and Mademoiselle and 
Gambetta and you. Everyone I like. There’s no 
one left. I don’t think I can bear it. What 
shall I do?” 

A tear rolled from under the bandage. | 

“There'll be Aunt Hannah,” said Susan. 

“T only like her pretty well,” said Sophia Jane. 
I could easily do without her, I used not to like 
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anyone at all; but now I do, they’re all going 
away.” 

“ Well,” said Susan, casting about in her mind 
for some crumb of comfort, “I shall write to you 
when I get home, and tell you everything once 
every week, and you must write to me.” 

“You'll forget,” said Sophia Jane in a miser- 
able voice. 

“T never forget,” answered Susan firmly. “And 
then there’s another thing—I mean to ask Mother 
to ask you to come and stay with me. Wouldn't 
that be fun? Just think of all the things we 
could do!” 

“Do you think she would?” asked Sophia 
Jane. 

She started up so suddenly to look at Susan 
that the bandage fell over one eye. A little 
quivering smile appeared round her mouth. 

“TI think so,” said Susan with caution, “if I 
wanted it very much.” 

“ And do you?” 

“T’m swre I do,” replied Susan earnestly, and 
she ventured to kiss the cheek nearest her, wet 
with tears and eau de Cologne. 

It had been Sophia Jane’s custom on such occa- 
sions, either to rub off the kiss impatiently or to 
make a face expressing disgust. This time she 
did neither; she laid her head down again in 
Susan’s lap and said quietly: 

“T like you very much.” 
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The words of affection she had wished for had 
come at last, and few though they were, Susan 
liked them better than any she had heard since 
she had been in Ramsgate. And,.indeed, they 
were worth more than many caressing speeches 
from some people, for Sophia Jane’ never said 
more than she meant. Susan felt quite proud 
and satisfied, now that she knew Sophia Jane 
really liked her. 

And so, on the morrow, when the time really 
came to say good-bye to Belmont Cottage and 
everyone in it, it was a comfort to think that 
perhaps she should soon see her companion again. 
It was, indeed, the only thing that kept up her 
spirits at all as she drove away with Nurse, and 
left the little group gathered round the gate. 
Aunt Hannah, Nanna, and Margaretta, even the 
stiff Buskin, had all come out to see the “ last of 
Susan” and wave their farewells, but the person 
she was most sorry to leave was the once despised 
Sophia Jane. 

Thus they parted; Susan to go back to the 
busy murmur of the London streets, Sophia Jane 
to remain within sound of the great sea. Would 
they meet again? Perhaps, at some future time, 
they would, but whether they did or not, they 
had taught each other certain lessons at Rams- 
gate which it is possible for us all to learn. Only 
we must open our eyes and take the trouble to 
study them, for though they lie close round about 
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us we cannot always see them, because we are 
blinded by pride and vanity, and despise or lightly 
esteem the very people who could teach them. 
Then we miss them altogether; and that is a great 
pity, for they are the best things we can learn in 
life — Lessons of Self-sacrifice, Humility, and 
Love. 


THE END. 
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venture in Peru. 

With 8 Illustrations by WAL Pacer, and a Map. 5s. 
The heroes of this powerful story go to Peru to look for the treasure 
which the Incas hid when the Spaniards invaded the country. Their task 


is both arduous and dangerous, but though they are often disappointed, 
their courage and perseverance are at last amply rewarded. 


“The interest never flags for one moment, and the story is told with MEOtr i 
_ “Ort, 
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(See page 1) 


G. A. HENTY 


With Roberts to Pretoria; 4 Taleof the South 
African War. With 


12 Illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, R.1., anda Map. 6s. 


STORIES BY G. A. HENTY 


The hero takes part in the series of battles that end in the disaster at 
Magersfontein, is captured and imprisoned in the race-course at Pretoria, 
but escapes in time to fight at Paardeberg and march with the victorious 
army to Bloemfontein. He rides with Colonel Mahon’s column to the 
relief of Mafeking, and accomplishes the return journey with such despatch 
as to be able to join in the triumphant advance to Pretoria. 


**In this story of the South African war Mr. Henty proves once more his incon- 
testable pre-eminence as a writer for boys.” — Standard. 


- Both Sides the Border: A Tale of Hotspur and 
Glendower. With 12 page 


Illustrations by RALPH PEACOCK. 6s. 


The hero casts in his lot with the Percys, and becomes esquire to Sir 
Henry, the gallant Hotspur. He is sent on several dangerous and impor- 
tant missions in which he acquits himself with great valour. 


“With boys the story should rank among Mr. Henty’s best.” —Standard. 


“A vivid picture of that strange past . . . when England and Scotland . . . were 
torn by faction and civil war.”—Onxward. 


or, Napoleon’s Retreat 


— Through Russian Snows: ae 
8 page Illustrations by W. H. OVEREND. 55s. 


Julian Wyatt becomes, quite innocently, mixed up with smugglers, who 
carry him to France, and hand him over as a prisoner to the French. 
He subsequently regains his freedom by joining Napoleon’s army in the 
campaign against Russia. 


“The story of the campaign is very graphically told.”—S¢. ¥ames’s Gazette. 


“One of Mr. Henty’s best books, which will be hailed with joy by his many eager 
readers.” — Fournal of Education. 


“Ts full of life and action.” —Yournal of Education. 


. é ; .._ A Story of the Liberation of 
—QOut with Garibaldi: Lidty SRN Se deceVilctra- 


tions by W. RAINEY, R.I., and two Maps. 55. 


Mr. Henty makes the liberation of Italy by Garibaldi the groundwork of 
an exciting tale of adventure. The hero is an English lad who joins the 
expedition and takes a prominent part in the extraordinary series of opera- 
tions that ended in the fall of the Neapolitan kingdom. 


‘* A first-rate story of stirring deeds.”—Daily Chronicle. 
“ Pull of hard fighting, gallant rescues, and narrow escapes.” —Graphic. 
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BLACKIE’S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


G, ASAENEY 
At the Point of the Bayonet: f,,frsnswar. 


With 12 Illustrations by WAL PAGET, and 2 Maps. 6s. 


Harry Lindsay is carried off to the hills and brought up as a Mahratta, 
At the age of sixteen he becomes an officer in the service of the Mahratta 


‘ 


{ 


, 


prince at Poona, and afterwards receives a commission in the army of 
the East India Company. His courage and enterprise are rewarded by 


quick promotion, and at the end of the war he sails for England, where 
he succeeds in establishing his right to the family estates. 


‘(A brisk, dashing narrative.” —Bookman. 


: ? . A Tale of 
~Under Wellington’s Command: ). penin- 


sular War. With 12 page Illustrations by WAL PAGET. 6s. 


In this stirring romance Mr. Henty gives us the further adventures of 
Terence O’Connor, the hero of With Moore at Corunna. We are told 
how, in alliance with a small force of Spanish guerrillas, the gallant regiment 
of Portuguese levies commanded by Terence keeps the whole of the French 
army in check at a critical period of the war, rendering invaluable service 
to the Iron Duke and his handful of British troops. 

“ An admirable exposition of Mr. Henty’s masterly method of combining instruction| 
with amusement.” —/Vordd. 


KA . A Story of the First Afgha 
To Herat and Cabul * War. With 8 full-page Illus 


trations by C. M. SHELDON, and Map. 5s. 


| 

The hero takes a distinguished part in the defence of Herat, and subse 
quently obtains invaluable information for the British army during the firs 
Afghan war. He is fortunately spared the horrors of the retreat from 
Cabul, and shares in the series of operations by which that most disastrous 
blunder was retrieved. 


“ We can heartily commend it to boys, old and young.” —Sfectator. 


~With Cochrane the Dauntless: “ 12°. 


With 12 page Illustrations by W. H. MARGETSON, 6s. 


It would be hard to find, even in sensational fiction, a more daring lead 
than Lord Cochrane, or a career which supplies so many thrilling exploi 
The manner in which, almost single-handed, he scattered the French fl 
in the Basque Roads is one of the greatest feats in English naval history. | 


“ As rousing and interesting a book as boys could wish for.”—Saturday Review. 
“ This tale we specially recommend.” —S¢. Yames's Gazette, | 
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STORIES BY G. A. HENTY 


G. A. HENTY 


: - A Tale of the Western 
Redskin and Cow-Boy : Plains. With 12 page 


Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE. 6s, 


Hugh Tunstall accompanies a frontiersman on a hunting expedition on 
the Plains, and then seeks employment as a cow-boy on a cattle ranch. 
His experiences during a “round up” present in picturesque form the toil- 
some, exciting, adventurous life of a cow-boy; while the perils of a frontier 
settlement are vividly set forth. Subsequently, the hero joins a wagon- 
team, and the interest is sustained in a fight with, and capture of, brigands. 


“* A strong interest of open-air life and movement pervades the whole book.” 
—Scotsman. 


— With Buller in Natal : or, A Born Leader. With 


Io page Illustrations by 
W. RAINEY, R.I., anda Map. 6s. 


The heroic story of the relief of Ladysmith forms the theme of one of the 
most powerful romances that have come from Mr. Henty’s pen. When the 
war breaks out, the hero, Chris King, and his friends band themselves to- 
gether under the title of the Maritzburg Scouts. From first to last the boy 
Scouts are constantly engaged in perilous and exciting enterprises, from 
which they always emerge triumphant, thanks to their own skill and cour- 
age, and the dash and ingenuity of their leader. 


** Just the sort of book to inspire an enterprising boy.”—Avmy and Navy Gazette. 


>: ? 1q- or, The Freeing of the Nether- 
By England : Aid: lands (1585-1604). With 10 


page Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE, and 4 Maps. 6s. 


Two English lads go to Holland in the service of one of “the fighting 
Veres”. After many adventures one of the lads finds himself on board a 
Spanish ship at the defeat of the Armada, and escapes from Spain only to 
fall into the hands of the Corsairs. He is successful, however, in getting 
back to Spain, and regains his native country after the capture of Cadiz. 


** Boys know and love Mr. Henty’s books of adventure, and will welcome his tale 
of the freeing of the Netherlands.” —A theneum. 


shilict- A Story of Escape 
—Condemned as a Nihilist: (Story of Escape 
8 page Illustrations by WAL PAGET. 5s. 


Godfrey Bullen, a young Englishman resident in St. Petersburg, becomes 
involved in various political plots, resulting in his seizure and exile to 
Siberia. After an unsuccessful attempt to escape, he gives himself up to the 
Russian authorities. Eventually he escapes, and reaches home, having 
safely accomplished a perilous journey which lasts nearly two years. 

“The escape from Siberia is well told and the description of prison life is very 
graphic.” —Academy. ca 
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THE TREASURE OF THE INCAS 


From 


By G. A. HENTY | (See page 1) 
o me) | 


STORIES BY G. A. HENTY 


G. A. HENTY 


= 1 - A Story of the New Zealand 
Maori and Settler : War. With 8 page Illustra- 


tions by ALFRED PEARSE. Re 


The Renshaws lose their property and emigrate to New Zealand. Wilfrid, 
a strong, self-reliant lad, is the mainstay of the household. The odds seem 
hopelessly against the party, but they succeed in establishing themselves 
happily in one of the pleasantest of the New Zealand valleys. 


“‘A book which all young people, but especially boys, will read with avidity.” 
—A theneum. 


a 1 : . A Story of the Roman Invasion of 
Beric the Briton * Britain. With 12 page Illustrations 


by W. PARKINSON. 6s. 


Beric is a boy-chief of a British tribe which takes a prominent part in 
the insurrection under Boadicea: and after the defeat of that heroic queen 
he continues the struggle in the fen-country. Ultimately Beric is defeated 
and carried captive to Rome, where he succeeds in saving a Christian maid 
by slaying a lion in the arena, and is rewarded by being made the personal 
protector of Nero. Finally, he escapes and returns to Britain, where he 
becomes a wise ruler of his own people. 

“He is a hero of the most attractive kind. . . . One of the most spirited and well- 
imagined stories Mr. Henty has written.”—Saturday Review. 


“ His conflict with a lion in the arena is a thrilling chapter.” 
—School Board Chronicle. 


“Full of every form of heroism and pluck.”—Christian World. 


. A Tale of the Nile 
~The Dash for Khartoum: wee ee 


page Illustrations by JOHN SCHONBERG and J. NASH. 65. 


In the record of recent British history there is no more captivating page 
for boys than the story of the Nile campaign, and the attempt to rescue 
General Gordon. For, in the difficulties which the expedition encountered, 
and in the perils which it overpassed, are found all the excitement of 
romance, as well as the fascination which belongs to real events. 

“The Dash for Khartoum is your ideal boys’ book.” — Tablet. 
“Tt is literally true that the narrative never flags a moment.’—Academy. 


“The Dash for Khartoum will be appreciated even by those who don’t ordinarily 
care a dash for anything.” —Punch. 


= With Wolfe in Canada:  % The Winning of a 


Continent. With 12 
page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE. 6s. 

Mr. Henty tells the story of the struggle between Britain and France for 
supremacy on the North American continent. The fall of Quebec decided 
that the Anglo-Saxon race should predominate in the New World; that 
Britain, and not France, should take the lead among the nations. 

“A moving tale of military exploit and thrilling adventure.” —Daily News, 
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BLACKIE’S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


G. A. Hay 


; . A Tale of the Siege of 
~Held Fast for England: A ae 


page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE. $3. 


The story deals with one of the most memorable sieges in history. The 
hero, a young Englishman resident in Gibraltar, takes a brave and worthy 
part in the long defence, and we learn with what bravery, resourcefulness, 
and tenacity the Rock was held for England. 


“There is no cessation of exciting incident throughout the story.” —A theneum, 


1 . . A Tale of War in Flanders . 
-In the Irish Brigade: ~, Shain, ie eae . 


Illustrations by CHARLES M. SHELDON. 6s. 


The hero is a young officer in the Irish Brigade, which for many years 
after the siege of Limerick formed the backbone of the French apmy. Hej 
goes through many stirring adventures, successfully carries out dangerous — 
missions in Spain, saves a large portion of the French army at Oudenarde, . 
and even has the audacity to kidnap the Prime Minister of England. 


“A stirring book of military adventure.” —Scofsman, 


A Tale of the White Hoods of Paris. — 


eet Agincourt : With 12 page Illustrations by WAL 


PAGET. 6s. 

Sir Eustace de Villeroy, in journeying from Hampshire to his castle in 
France, made young Guy Aylmer one of his escort. Soon thereafter the 
castle was attacked, and the English youth displayed such valour that his 
liege-lord made him commander of a special mission to Paris. This he ~ 


accomplished, returning in time to take part in the campaign against the — 
French which ended in the glorious victory for England at Agincourt. 


“‘Cannot fail to commend itself to boys of all ages.” —/anchester Courier. 


7 1 : . A Tale of Bush Life in 
A Final Reckoning: jyoratia. With 8 page 


Illustrations by W. B. WOLLEN. 5s. 


The hero, a young Englishman, emigrates to Australia, where he gets 
employment as an officer in the mounted police. A few years of active 
work gain him promotion to a captaincy. In that post he greatly distin- 
guishes himself, and finally leaves the service and settles down as a squatter. 


‘‘A stirring story capitally told.”—Guardian. 
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** Young readers have no better friends than Blackie & Son."'- lVestminster Gazette. 
Se 


Blackie & Son’s 
Story Books for Boys 


G. MANVILLE FENN 


. 5 s 
Dick O the Fens : a Romance of the Great East 
Swamp. With 12 page IIlus- 


trations by FRANK Dapp. 6s. 


Dick o’ the Fens and Tom o’ Grimsey are the sons of a squire and a 
farmer living in Lincolnshire. Many sketches of their shooting and fishing 
experiences are related, while the record of the fenmen’s stealthy resistance 
to the great draining scheme is full of keen interest. The ambushes and 
shots in the mist and dark, and the long- baffled attempts to trace the 
lurking foe, are described with Mr. Fenn’s wonted skill. 

“* Mr. Fenn has here very nearly attained perfection. Life in the Fens in the old 
ante-drainage days is admirably reproduced. We have not of late come across a 
historical fiction, whether intended for boys or for men, which deserves to be so 
heartily praised as regards plot, incidents, and spirit. It is its author's masterpiece 
as yet.” — Spectator. 


ict » A Boy’s Adventures in the Eastern 
mS Nat the Naturalist * Seas. With 8 page Pictures by 


GORDON BROWNE. 5s. 


The boy Nat and his uncle go on a voyage to the islands of the Eastern 
seas to seek specimens in natural history, and their adventures there are full 
of interest and excitement. The descriptions of Mr. Ebony, their black 
comrade, and of the scenes of savage life sparkle with genuine humour. 


“This book encourages independence of character, develops resource, and teaches 
a boy to keep his eyes open.” —Saturday Review. 


SG The Golden Magnet . A Tale of the Land of the 


Incas.. With 12 page II- 
lustrations by GORDON BROWNE. 3s. 


The tale is of a romantic youth, who leaves home to seek his fortune in 
South America. He is accompanied by a faithful companion, who, in the 
capacity both of comrade and henchman, does true service, and shows the 
dogged courage of an English lad during their strange adventures. 

“There could be no more welcome present for a boy. There is not a dull page, 
and many will be read with breathless interest.” —Yournal of Education. 
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Dr. GORDON STABLES, RN. 
In the Great White Land: A Tale of the Ant- 


arctic Ocean. With 


BLACKIE’S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


6 Illustrations by J. A. WALTON. 35. 6d. 


This is a most fascinating story from beginning to end. It is a true 
picture of what daring healthful British men and boys can do, written by 
an author whose name is a household word wherever the English language 
is spoken. All is described with a master’s hand, and the plot is just such 
as boys love. 

* The narrative goes with a swing and a dash from start to finish.”"—Pudlic Opinion. 


ERNEST GLANVILLE 


> . A Story of Adventure in 
The Diamond Seekers : South Africa. With 8 


Illustrations by WILLIAM RAINEY, RI. 6s. 
y ) 


The discovery of the plan of the diamond mine, the dangers incurred in 
reaching the wild, remote spot in an armoured wagon, and the many 
incidents of farm and veldt life, are vividly described by an author who 
knows the country well. 

““ We have seldom seen a better story for boys.” —Guardian. 


Capt. F. S. BRERETON, R.A.M.C. 
One of the Fighting Scouts; 4 Te 9 Guer- 


rilla Warfare in 
South Africa. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WoOoD, and 
a Map. 5s. 


This story deals with the guerrilla aspect of the Boer War, and shows 
how George Ransome is compelled to leave his father’s farm and take 
service with the British. He is given the command of a band of scouts 
as a reward for gallantry, and with these he punishes certain rebels for 
a piece of rascality, and successfully attacks Botha’s commando. Thanks 
to his knowledge of the veldt he is of signal service to his country, and 
even outwits the redoubtable De Wet. 

“Altogether an unusually good story.”—Vorkshire Post. 
A Tale of the 


— Under the Spangled Banner: uae: 


can War. With 8 Illustrations by PAUL HARDY. ‘55. 


Hal Marchant is in Cuba before the commencement of hostilities. A 
Spaniard who has been frustrated in an attempt to rob Hal’s employer 
attacks the hacienda and is defeated, but turns the tables by denouncing 
Hal as a spy. The hero makes good his escape from Santiago, and 
afterwards fights for America both on land and at sea. The story gives a 
vivid and at the same time accurate account of this memorable struggle. 

“ Just the kind of book that a boy would delight in.”—Schoolmaster. 
(11) 


BLACKIE’S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


FREDERICK HARRISON 
The Boys of Wynport College. 


by HAROLD CopPING. 38. Mew Edition. 


The hero and his chums differ as widely in character as in personal ap- 
pearance. We have Patrick O’Fflahertie, the good-natured Irish boy; 
Jack Brookes, the irrepressible humorist; Davie Jackson, the true-hearted 
little lad, on whose haps and mishaps the plot to a great extent turns; 
and the hero himself, who finds in his experiences at Wynport College 
a wholesome corrective of a somewhat lax home training. 

“ A book which no well-regulated school-boy should be without.” 


LEON GOLSCHMANN © 


. A Story of the Siberian Forest. Adapted 
Boy Crusoes * from the Russian by LEON GOLSCHMANN. 
With 6 page Illustrations by J. FINNEMORE, R.I. 38. 6d. 


Two Russian lads are so deeply impressed by reading Rodinson Crausoe 
that they run away from home. They lose their way in a huge trackless 
forest, and for two years are kept busy hunting for food, fighting against 
wolves and other enemies, and labouring to increase their comforts, before 
they are rescued. 


“This is a story after a boy’s own heart.” — Nottingham Guardian. 


MEREDITH FLETCHER 


: . A School Story. With 6 
Every Inch a Briton * page Illustrations by SYDNEY 
COWELL. 35. 6d. 


This story is written from the point of view of an ordinary boy, who gives 
an animated account of a young public-schoolboy’s life. No moral is 
drawn; yet the story indicates a kind of training that goes to promote 
veracity, endurance, and enterprise; and of each of several of the characters 
it might be truly said, he is worthy to be called, ‘ Every Inch a Briton”. 

“In Every Inch a Briton Mr. Meredith Fletcher has scored a success.” 
—Manchester Guardian. 


EDGAR PICKERING 


With 4 Illustrations by W. S. 
In Press Gang Days. STACEY. 25.6d. New Edition. 


In this story Harry Waring is caught by the Press-gang and catried on 
board His Majesty’s ship Sadwich. He takes part in the mutiny of the 
Nore, and shares in some hard fighting on board the Phanix. He is with 
Nelson, also, at the storming of Santa Cruz, and the battle of the Nile. 

“It is of Marryat, that friend of our boyhood, we think as we read this delightful 


story; for it is not only a story of adventure, with incidents well-conceived and 
arranged, but the characters are interesting and well-distinguished.” —Academy. 


‘32) 


With 6 Il- 
lustrations 


BLACKIE’S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


FRED SMITH 
The Boyhood of a Naturalist, With 6 page 


Illustrations, 
38. 6a. New Edition. 


Few lovers of Nature have given to the world a series of recollections so 
entertaining, so vigorous, and so instinct with life as these delightful remin- 
iscences. The author takes the reader with him in the rambles in which he 
spent the happiest hours of his boyhood, a humble observer of the myriad 
forms of life in field and copse, by stream and hedgerow. 

“We cannot too highly recommend the book to all readers.” —Guardian. 


—The World of Animal Life, Exited by Frep 


SMITH.  Pro- 
fusely Illustrated with Engravings after F. SPECHT and other 
eminent artists. 5s. 

The aim of Zhe World of Animal Life is to give in non-scientific lan- 
guage an account of those inhabitants of the land, sea, and sky with whose 
names we are all familiar, but concerning whose manner of life the majority 
of us have only the haziest conceptions, 

*“An admirable volume for the young mind enquiring after Nature.” 


E De A R PI C K E R I N G —Birmingham Gazette, 


An Old-Time Yarn . Adventures in the West Indies 


and Mexico with Hawkins and 
Drake. With 6 page Illustrations by ALFRED PEARSE. 35. 6d. 


The hero sails from Plymouth in the flagship of Master John Hawkins. 
Divers are the perils through which he passes. Chief of these are the 
destruction of the English ships by the treacherous Spaniards, the fight 
round the burning vessels, the journey of the prisoners to the city of Mexico, 
the horrors of the Inquisition, and the final escape to England. 


“An excellent story of adventure. . . . The book is thoroughly to be recom- 
mended.” —-Guardian. 


CLIVE PHILLIPPS-WOLLEY 
‘ ‘ . AStory of Adventure in 
Gold, Gold i) Cariboo * British Columbia. With 
4 Illustrations by G. C. HINDLEY. 25. 6d. New Edition. 


Ned Corbett, a young Englishman, and his companion set out with 
a pack-train in order to obtain gold on the upper reaches of the Fraser 
River. After innumerable adventures, and a life-and-death struggle with 
the Arctic weather of that wild region, they find the secret gold-mines for 
which they have toilsomely searched. 

“It would be difficult to say too much in favour of Gold. Gold in Cariboo. We 
have seldom read a more exciting tale of wild mining adventure in a singularly 
inaccessible country. There is a capital plot, and the interest is sustained to the 
last page.” — The Times. 

(43) 


BLACKIE’'S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


ROBERT LEIGHTON 


With 6 Illustrations by 
The Golden Galleon. \ Runtiy, oh ae 
Edition. 


Gilbert Oglander, and his friend, Timothy Trollope, join in Lord 
Thomas Howard’s expedition to intercept the Spanish treasure-fleet from 
the West Indies, and are on board 7he Revenge inthe memorable fight 
between that one little man-of-war and fifty-three great galleons of Spain. 
After the battle come storm and shipwreck, and the lads, having drifted 
for days, find refuge on board a derelict galleon, whente they are rescued 
and brought home to England. 

“* A well-constructed and lively historical romance.” —S/ectator. 


S. BARING-GOULD 


; . A Story of Iceland in the days 
Grettir the Outlaw * of the Vikings. With 6 page 


Illustrations by M. ZENO DIEMER. 35. 


A narrative of adventure of the most romantic kind. No boy will be able 
to withstand the magic of such scenes as the fight of Grettir with the twelve 
bearserks, the wrestle with Karr the Old in the chamber of the dead, the 
combat with the spirit of Glam the thrall, and the defence of the dying 
Grettir by his younger brother. 


_ ‘‘Has a freshness, a freedom, a sense of sun and wind and the open air, which make 
it irresistible.” —National Observer. . 


C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE 


: . or, Two Years from Land. 
The Captured Cruiser : With 6 page Illustrations 


by F. BRANGWYN. 35. 6d. 


The central incidents deal with the capture, during the war between Chili 
and Peru, of an armed cruiser. The heroes and their companions break 
from prison in Valparaiso, board this warship in the night, overpower the 
watch, escape to sea under the fire of the forts, and finally, after marvellous 
adventures, lose the cruiser among the icebergs near Cape Horn. 


“The two lads and the two skippers are admirably drawn. Mr. Hyne has now 
secured a position in the first rank of writers of fiction for boys.” — Spectator. 


s Stimson’s Reef: With 4 page Illustrations by W. S. 
STACEY. 25. 6d. 


This is the extended log of a cutter which sailed from the Clyde to the 
Amazon in search of a gold reef. It relates how they discovered the 
buccaneer’s treasure in the Spanish Main, fought the Indians, turned aside 
the river Jamary by blasting, and so laid bare the gold of Stzmson’s Reef. 


Few stories come within hailing distance of St#imtson’s Reef in startling incidents 


and hairbreadth ’scapes. It may almost vie with Mr, R. L. Stevenson’s Treasure 
island.” —Guardian. 
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From ONE OF THE FIGHTING SCOUTS 


By CAPT. F. S. BRERETON (See page 11) 


BLACKIE’S STORY BOOKS FOR BOYS 


R. SELEAD . 


Grit will Tel . The Adventures of a Barge-boy. With 
* 4 Illustrations by D. CARLETON SMYTH, 
Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

A lad whose name has been lost amidst early buffetings by hard fortune 
suffers many hardships at the hands of a bargeman, his master, and runs 
away. The various adventures and experiences with which he meets on 
the road to success, the bear-hunt in which he takes part, and the battle 
at which he acts as war correspondent, form a story of absorbing interest 
and after a boy’s own heart. 

“A thoroughly wholesome and attractive book.” —Graphic. 


HARRY COLLINGWOOD 


;: With 6 page Illustrations by 
The Pirate Island. J. STANILAND and J. R. var 
3s. Mew Edition. 


By a deed of true gallantry the hero’s whole destiny is changed, and, going 
to sea, he forms one of a party who, after being burned out of their ship in 
the South Pacific, are picked up by a pirate brig and taken to the ‘‘ Pirate 
Island”. After many thrilling adventures, they ultimately succeed in 
effecting their escape. 


‘A capital story of the sea; indeed in our opinion the author is superior in some 
respects as a marine novelist to the better-known Mr. Clark Russell.” —7imes. 


FLORENCE COOMBE 
Boys of the Priory Schoolygas 3 


Illustrations by 
HAROLD COPPING. 2s. 6d. 


The interest centres in the relations of Raymond and Hal Wentworth, 
and the process by which Raymond, the hero of the school, learns that in 
the person of his ridiculed cousin there beats a heart more heroic than his 
own. 


“It is an excellent work of its class, cleverly illustrated with ‘real ys’ by 
Harold Copping.” —L7tevature. : eae 


JOHN C. HUTCHESON 


Afloat at Last: 2s#er Boy's Log. wae aae tie 
trations by W. H. OVEREND. 3s. 6d. 


From the stowing of the vessel in the Thames to her recovery from the 
Pratas Reef on which she is stranded, everything is described with the 
accuracy of perfect practical knowledge of ships and sailors; and the inci- 
dents of the story range from the broad humours of the fo’c’s’le to the perils 
of flight from, and fight with, the pirates of the China Seas. 

“As healthy and breezy a book as one could wish.” —Academy, 
(16) 


Blackie & Son’s 
story Books for Girls 


mrHEeL FF. HEDDLE 
A Mystery of oe: Rule’s. With 8 Illustrations 


by G DEMAIN 
HAMMOND, R.I. 6s. J/lustrated Edition. 


“The author has been amazingly successful in keeping her secret almost to the 
end. Yet the mystery attending a stolen diamond of great value is so skilfully 
sd handled that several perfectly innocent persons seem all but hopelessly identified 
with the disappearance of the gem. Cleverly, however, as this aspect of the story 
has been managed, it has other sources of strength.” —Scotsman. 


“The chief interest . . . lies in the fascinating young adventuress, who finds 
a temporary nest in the old professor's family, and wins all hearts in St. Rule’s by 
her beauty and her sweetness.” —Morning Leader. 


‘Into the dignified atmosphere of a northerly academic town Miss Ethel Heddle 
introduces a coil of events worthy of Wilkie Collins.”—Manchester Guardian. 


KATHARINE TYNAN 


‘ With 8 full-page Illustrations 
A Girl of Galway. by JOHN H. BACON. 6s. 


When Bertha Grace is on the threshold of young womanhood, she goes 
to stay with her grandfather in Ireland, with the trust from her mother of 
reconciling him and his son, Bertha’s father. Bertha finds her grandfather 
a recluse and a miser, and in the hands of an underling, who is his evil 
genius. How she keeps faith with her mother and finds her own fate, 
through many strange adventures, is the subject of the story. 


“Full of the poetic charm we are accustomed to find in the works of that gifted 
writer.” —World. 


CAROLINE AUSTIN 
Cousin Geoffrey and I. 


INSON. 35. 


The only daughter of a country gentleman finds herself unprovided for at 
her father’s death, and for some time lives as a dependant upon her kins- 
man. Life is saved from being unbearable to her by her young cousin 
Geoffrey, who at length meets with a serious accident for which she is held 
responsible. She makes a brave attempt to earn her own livelihood, until 
a startling event brings her cousin Geoffrey and herself together again. 


“Miss Austin’s story is bright, clever, and well developed.” —Saturday Review. 
(461 (77) B 


With 6 full-page Illus- 
trations by W. PARK- 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS 


: With 6 Illustrations 
A Queen among Girls. by HAROLD COPPING. 


Cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Augusta Pembroke is the head of her school, the favourite of her teachers 
and fellow-pupils, who are attracted by her fearless and independent nature 
and her queenly bearing. She dreams of a distinguished professional 
career; but the course of her life is changed suddenly by pity for her 
timid little brother Adrian, the victim of his guardian-uncle’s harshness. 
The story describes the daring means adopted by Augusta for Adrian’s relief. 


“An interesting and well-written narrative, in which humour and a keen eye for 
character unite to produce a book happily adapted for modern maidens. —Globe. 


: Y: With 6 page Illustrations by 
-A Girl of To Day. G. D. HAMMOND, R.L. 35. 6d. 


“‘ What are Altruists?” humbly asks a small boy. ‘‘ They are only people 
who try to help others,” replies the Girl of To-Day. To help their poorer 
neighbours, the boys and girls of Woodend band themselves together into 
the Society of Altruists. That they have plenty of fun is seen in the 
shopping expedition and in the successful Christmas entertainment. 

“It is a spirited story. The characters are true to nature and carefully developed. 


Such a book as this is exactly what is needed to give a school-girl an interestin the 
development of character.” —Educational Times. 


FRANCES ARMSTRONG 


rd bg With 6 Illustrations by JouN H. 
A Girl’s Loyalty. Bacon. Cloth, 3s. 6d. Mew 


Edition. E 

When she was still but a child, Helen Grant received from her grand- 
father, on his death-bed, a secret message. The brief words remained 
fast in her memory, and dominated her whole career. She was loyal to 
her trust, however, and to her friends in the hour of their need. For the 
girl was possessed of that quick courage which leaps up in a shy nature 
when evil-doers have to be unmasked, and wrongs made right. 


“The one book for girls that stands out this year is Miss Frances Armstrong’s 
A Girl's Loyalty.” — Review of Reviews. 


G. NORWAY 


A True Cornish Maid With 6 page Illustrations 
* by J. FINNEMORE. 3s. 6d. 


The heroine of the tale is sister to a young fellow who gets into trouble 
in landing a contraband cargo on the Cornish coast. In his extremity the 
girl stands by her brother bravely, and by means of her daring scheme he 
manages to escape. 


ee 


“The SUCCESS of the year has fallen, we think, to Mrs. Norway, whose 7¥w¢ 
Cornish Maid is really an admirable piece of work.” —Review of Reviews, 


(18) 
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BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


ROSA MULHOLLAND (apy GILBERT) 
The Girls of Banshee Castle. Met 


trations 
JoHN H. Bacon. Cloth, 35. 6d. New Edition. 


Three girls, with an old governess, migrate from Kensington to the 
West of Ireland. Belonging as they do to ‘the ould family’, the girls 
are made heartily welcome in the cabins of the peasantry, where they 
learn many weird and curious tales from the folk-lore of the district. An 
interesting plot runs through the narrative, but the charm of the story lies 
in its happy mingling of Irish humour and pathos. 


“Ts told with grace, and brightened by a knowledge of Irish folk-lore, making it 
a perfect present for a girl in her teens.”—7vuth. 


A Girl’s Story of Herself. With 6 full-page 


—Giannetta: Illustrations by LOCKHART BOGLE. 35. 


The story of a changeling who is suddenly transferred to the position of 
arich English heiress. She develops into a good and accomplished woman, 
and has gained too much love and devotion to be a sufferer by the surrender 
of her estates. 


ANNIE E. ARMSTRONG 


Violet Vereker’s Vanity. yr oe Sacau 
trations by G. DEMAIN 


HAMMOND, R.I. 35. 6a. 


The heroine was an excellent girl in most respects. But she had one 
small weakness, which expressed itself in a snobbish dislike of her neigh- 
bours, the Sugdens, whose social position she deemed beneath her own, In 
the end, however, the girl acknowledged her folly, with results which are 
sure to delight the reader. 


_*A book for girls that we can heartily recommend, for it is bright, sensible, and 
witr aright tone of thought and feeling.” —Shefield Independent. 


ALICE CORKRAN 
Margery Merton’s Girlhood, Wi") 6 fl 


page Illustra- 
tions by GORDON BROWNE. 3s. 6d. 


The experiences of an orphan girl who in infancy is left by her father—an 
officer in India—to the care of an elderly aunt residing near Paris. The 


accounts of the various persons who have an after influence on the story are 
singularly vivid, 


eT eae SeeNe OXs : ‘ ‘ 
Margery Merton's Girthood isa piece of true literature, as dainty as it is deli- 
cate, and as sweet as it is simple."—Woman’s World. 


(20) 
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BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


ELIZA F. POLLARD 


For the Red Rose With 4 Illustrations by JAMES 


DURDEN. 2s. 6d. 


A gipsy finds a little girl in the forest of Wimbourne, after the sacking 
of the castle by the Yorkists. He carries her to the camp and she is 
adopted by the tribe. The story tells how, when some years later Mar- 
garet of Anjou and her son are wrecked on the coast of England, the gipsy 
girl follows the fortunes of the exiled queen, and by what curious chain of 
events her own origin is discovered. 


“* This is a good story, and of special interest to lovers of historical romance.” 


MRS. E. J. LYSAGHT | 


Brother and Sister: wes 6 page Illustrations by 
sORDON BROWNE. 3s. 6d. 


A story showing, by the narrative of the vicissitudes and struggles of a 
family which has *‘ come down in the world”, and of the brave endeavours 
of its two younger members, how the pressure of adversity is mitigated by 
domestic affection, mutual confidence, and hopeful honest effort. 


“*A pretty story, and well told. The plot is cleverly constructed, and the moral is 
excellent.” —A theneume. 


ANNE BEALE 
The Heiress of Courtleroy. 


TCG; HeCASTLE. 5s. 


Mimica, the heroine, comes to England as an orphan, and is coldly 
receivéd by her uncle. The girl has a brave nature, however, and succeeds 
in savingsthe estate from ruin and in reclaiming her uncle from the misan- 
thropical disregard of his duties as a landlord. 


**One of the very best of girl’s books we have seen.” —Sheffield Telegraph. 


SARAH TYTLER 
A Loyal Little Maid. With 4 page ae ate by 


Paut, HARDY. 


With 8 full-page 
Illustrations by 


This pretty story is founded on a romantic episode of Mar’s rebellion. 
A little girl has information which concerns the safety of her father in hid- 
ing, and this she firmly refuses to divulge to a king’s officer. She is lodged 
in the Tolbooth, where she finds a boy champion, whom in future years she 
rescues in Paris from the /e/tre de cachet which would bury him in the Bastille. 


“Has evidently been a pleasure to write, and makes very enjoyable reading.” 
—Literature. 
(2t) 


From THE FAIRCLOUGH FAMILY 
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BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR GIRLS 


GERALDINE MOCKLER 
The Four Miss Whittingtons: 4, Sty fr 


Girls. With 
8 full-page Illustrations by CHARLES M. SHELDON, 5S. 


This story tells how four sisters, left alone in the world, went to London 
to seek their fortunes. They had between them £400, and this they re- 
solved to spend on training themselves for the different careers for which 
they were severally most fitted. On their limited means this was hard 
work, but their courageous experiment was on the whole very successful. 


“A story of endeavour, industry, and independence of spirit.” —World. 


ALICE STRONACH 


‘ = With 6 full-page Illus- 
A Newnham Friendship, (ih6Milpege ls 
COPPING. 35. 6d. 


A sympathetic description of life at Newnham College. After the tripos 
excitements, some of the students leave their dream-world of study and 
talk of ‘*cocoas” and debates and athletics to begin their work in the real 
world. Men students play their part in the story, and in the closing 
chapters it is suggested that marriage has its place in a girl graduate’s life. 


“* Foremost among all the gift-books suitable for school-girls this season stands Miss 
Alice Stronach’s A Newnham Friendship.” —Daily Graphic. 


-BESSIE MARCHANT 


The Secret of the Everglades, With 4 Mus 


trations by A. 
A. DIXON. 2s. 6d. 


The father of the Osneys is supposed to have been killed whilst trapping 
in the Everglades of Florida. The family organize a series of expeditions 
to search for their father; but the secret of the swamp is hard to solve, 
and the end of the book is reached before the mystery is made clear. 


**A fresh and original story of incident and adventure in the mysterious Florida 
swamps. An excellent and engrossing story.”—S¢t. Fames’s Gazette. 


: . A Story of New 
—~Three Girls on a Ranch: eceeewnith 4 


page Illustrations by W. E. WEBSTER. 25. 6d. 


The Lovell family emigrate from England to New Mexico, where they 
settle on a ranch. Mr. Lovell is delicate and unfit for farming, but the 
three eldest girls take upon themselves the burden of working the ranch. 
They have adventures of a perilous kind, and the story of their mishaps 
and how they overcame them is throughout both exciting and stimulating. 

A story with a fresh, bright theme, well handled.” —Nottingham Guardian 
** A rousing book for young people.” —Queen. 
(23) 


MRS. HENRY CLARKE 


ep, 


With 6 Illustrations by 
G. D. HAMMOND, R.1. 


The Fairclough Family. 


Cloth, 3s. 6d. 


It was matter for amazement when Ronald Hammersley fell in love 
with Kathy Fairclough, who was considered a blue;stocking, instead of 
with her younger sister Nell, whom Mrs. Hammersley had chosen for 
him. Why Mrs. Hammersley desired her wealthy stepson to marry one 
of Dr. Fairclough’s penniless daughters was a secret.’ How the secret 
became known, and nearly wrecked the happiness of Kathy and Ronald, 
is told in the story. But all ends well, and to the sound of marriage bells. 


“One of those stories which all girls enjoy." —World. 


M. CALLWELL 


. ° ; Illustrated by H. COPPING. 
A Litde dtish Girkw 


An orphaned family inherit a small property on the coast of Clare. The 
two youngest members of the party have some thrilling adventures in their 
western home. They encounter seals, smugglers, and a ghost, and lastly, 
by most startling means, they succeed in restoring their eldest brother to 
his rightful place as heir to the ancestral estates. 


“Sure to prove of thrilling interest to both boys and girls.” —Literary World. 


EK, EVERETT-GREEN 


Miriam’s Ambition. With Illustrations. 25. 6d. 


Miriam’s ambition is to make someone happy, and her endeavour carries 
with it a train of incident, solving a mystery which had thrown a shadow 
over several lives. A charming foil to her grave elder sister is to be found 
in Miss Babs, a small coquette of five, whose humorous child-talk is so 
attractive. 


“Miss Everett-Green’s children are real British boys and girls, not small men 
and women. Babs is a charming little one.” —Liverpool Mercury. 


EMMA LESLIE 


Gytha’s Message ; A Tale of Saxon England. With 


Illustrations. 25. 6d. 


We get a glimpse of the stirring events taking place at that period ; and 
both boys and girls will delight to read of the home life of Hilda and 
Gytha, and of the brave deeds of the impulsive Gurth and the faithful 
Leofric. 

“This is a charmingly told story. It is the sort of book that all girls and some 
boys like, and can only get good from.” —Fournal of Education. 
(24) 


Blackie & Son’s 
Finely Illustrated Books for 
Children 


STEWART ORR--JOHN BRYMER 


Two Merr Mariners Pictures by STEWART 
y * ORR; Verses by JOHN 


BRYMER. Cover design and 24 pages in full colour. Picture 
boards, cloth back, 6s. 

This delightful volume tells in picture and verse how Dick and his 
friend the Hare sailed to the Downy Isle, the adventures they met with in 
that strange country, their encounter with the Dragon, and their remark- 
able voyage home. Mr. Orr exhibits in these designs a rare combination 
of humorous invention with brilliant draughtsmanship and command of 
colour, and the author supports him with a series of racy verses. 

“The illustrations are masterpieces of drollery.”"—Manchester Courier. 
‘The verses are very funny and original.” — World. 


JOHN HASSALL—CLIFTON BING- 
HAM 
Six and Twenty Boys and Girls, Pictures by 


JOHN Has- 
SALL; Verses by CLIFTON BINGHAM. 25 pages in full colour, 
and 24 pages of letterpress. Picture boards, 9 inches by 11{ 
inches, cloth back, 3s. 6d¢.; also cloth elegant, 5s. 

Most of us know some at least of the little girls and boys portrayed by 
Mr. Hassall in this amusing picture-book. As depicted with Mr. Hassall’s 
inimitable skill, and described in humorous verse by Mr. Bingham, they 
may challenge comparison with the classic Struwwelpeter. Each picture 
is not only attractive and amusing in itself, but furnishes a hint of virtues 
to be imitated or faults to be avoided. 

** Exactly hits the mark.”—Scotsman. 
** A most original picture-book.”—Wor/d. 


MRS. PERCY DEARMER 


Roundabout Rhymes With 20 full-page Illustra- 


tions in colour by Mrs. 
PERCY DEARMER. Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 
A charming volume of verses and colour pictures for little folk—rhymes 
and pictures about most of the everyday events of nursery life. 


** The best verses written for children since Stevenson’s Child’s Garden.” _ 
—The Guardian. 
(25) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


STEWART ORR—JOHN BRYMER 


: . Pictures by STEWART 
Gammon and Spinach: ¢<" Veemenean 


BRYMER. Cover design and 24 pages in Full Colour, Picture 
boards, cloth back, 6s. 
In Gammon and Spinach Mr. Stewart Orr has produced a picture-book 

unique of its kind. Nothing could be more droll than the situations in 
which he represents the frog, the pig, the mouse, the elephant, and the 
other well-known characters who appear in his pages. Little folk will 
find in these pictures a source of endless delight, and the artistic skill 
which they display will have a special appeal to children of an older 
growth. 

“Merry and handsome enough to make thousands of friends among little folk, 

what with its original verses and its amusing pictures.”—Lterary World. 
“The book should attain a wide popularity in the nursery.”—A/forning Post. 


H. B. NEILSON--JOHN BRYMER 


Illustrated by HARRY B. 
Games and Gambols. NEILSON; with Verses by 


JOHN BRYMER. 26 pages in colour, and 24 pages of letterpress. 
Picture boards, 9 inches by 11 inches, cloth back, 2s. 6d.; also 
cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 

Mr. Neilson surpasses himself in these irresistible colour pictures repre- 
senting the animal world at play. The great test match between the Lions 
and the Kangaroos, Mrs. Mouse’s Ping-Pong Party, Mr. Bruin playing 
Golf, Towser’s Bicycle Tour, and the Kittens v. Bunnies Football Match, 
are a few among the many droll subjects illustrated in this amusing and 
original series. 

“Mr. Neilson has a positive genius for making animals comic.” —Academy. 
“Children will revel in his work.” —Daily Graphic. 


FRED SMITH 


: A Natural History for Little 
The Animal Book. Folk. With a Coloured Frontis- 


piece and 34 full-page Illustrations by F. SPECHT. Crown quarto, 
11% inches by 9% inches, picture boards, cloth back, 2s. 6d. 


This book consists of a series of bright and instructive sketches of the 
better-known wild beasts, describing their appearance, character and habits, 
and the position they hold in the animal kingdom. The text is printed in 
a large, clear type, and is admirably illustrated with powerful, realistic 


pictures of the various creatures in their native state by that eminent animal 
artist F, Specht. 


*‘A work of the greatest value to the young.” —Zastern Morning News. 
( 26) 


From SIX AND TWENTY BOYS AND GIRLS 


By JOHN HASSALL—CLIFTON BINGHAM see page 
] 


SLACKTE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


OUR DARLING’S FIRST BOOK 


Bright Pictures and Easy Lessons for 
Little Folk Quarto, 10% inches by 734 inches, picture 


boards, Is.; cloth, gilt edges, 25. 


An interesting and instructive picture lesson-book for very little folk. 
Beginning with an illustrated alphabet of large letters, the little reader goes 
forward by easy stages to word-making, reading, counting, writing, and 
finally to the most popular nursery rhymes and tales. 


“*The very perfection of a child's alphabet and spelling-book.”"—S¢. Yames’s Budget. 


ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS 


: ] With a Frontispiece and 28 Illustrations 
Those Twins * by S. B. PEARSE. Cloth elegant, 2s. 6d. 


Two little rogues are the twins, Horatio and Tommy; but loyal-hearted 
and generous to boot, and determined to resist the stern decree of their 
aunt that they shall forsake the company of their scapegrace grown-up 
cousin Algy. So they deliberately set to work to ‘‘ reform” the scape- 
grace; and succeed so well that he wins back the love of his aunt, and 
delights the twins by earning a V.C. in South Africa. 


“A merry story for young and old.”—W ord. 


A. B. ROMNEY 


Little Villa e Folk With 37 Illustrations by ROBERT 
‘ & * HopE. 2s. 6d. 


A series of delightful stories of Irish village children. Miss Romney 
opens up a new field in these beautiful little tales, which have the twofold 
charm of humour and poetic feeling. 


“A story-book that will be welcomed wherever it makes its way.” —Literary World. 


MY NEW STORY-BOOK 


Stories, Verses, and Pictures for the 


Little Ones 290 pages, of which 48 are in colour. 
* Cloth, 2s. 6d. 


A treasury of entertainment for the nursery. The contents are extremely 
varied both as regards the text and the illustrations, and carefully designed 
to meet the tastes of the little ones. The many bright colour pictures will 
be in themselves a never-failing source of delight. 


A fascinating little volume, well filled with stories and quaint and pretty illus- 
trations. —Guardian, 
(28) 


BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


STORIES BY GEORGE MAC DONALD 


(NEW AND UNIFORM EDITION) 


A Rough Shaking. With 12 page Illustrations by W. 


PARKINSON. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, 3s. 6d. 

Clare, the hero of the story, is a boy whose mother is killed at his side by 
the fall of a church during an earthquake. The kindly clergyman and his 
wife, who adopt him, die while he is still very young, and he is thrown upon 
the world a second time. The narrative of his wanderings is full of interest 
and novelty, the boy’s unswerving honesty and his passion for children and 
animals leading him into all sorts of adventures. He works on a farm, sup- 
ports a baby in an old deserted house, finds employment in a menagerie, 
becomes a bank clerk, is kidnapped, and ultimately discovers his father on 
board the ship to which he has been conveyed. 


At the Back of the North Wind. “'™?> 


Illustra- 
tions by ARTHUR HUGHES, and a Frontispiece by LAURENCE HOUus- 
MAN. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 35. 6d. 


“In At the Back of the North Wind we stand with one foot in fairyland and one on 
common earth. The story is thoroughly original, full of fancy and pathos.” —7he Times. 


Ranald Bannerman’s Boyhood, Wits ths 
trations by 
ARTHUR HUGHES. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 


“Dr. Mac Donald has a real understanding of boy nature, and he has in consequence 
written a capital story, judged from their stand-point, with a true ring all through which 
ensures its success.” — The Sfectator. 


The Princess and the Goblin. W"? 3° ur 


tions by ARTHUR 
HUGHES, and a Frontispiece by LAURENCE HOUSMAN. Crown 8vo, 


cloth elegant, 3s. 6d. 

In the sphere of fantasy George Mac Donald has very few equals, and his 
rare touch of many aspects of life invariably gives to his stories a deeper mean- 
ing of the highest value. His Princess and Goblin exemplifies both gifts. A 
fine thread of allegory runs through the narrative of the adventures of the 
young miner, who, amongst other marvellous experiences, finds his way into 
the caverns of the gnomes, and achieves a final victory over them. 


The Princess and Curdie With Frontispiece and 


30_~—s Illustrations by 


HELEN STRATTON. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 35. 6d. 

A sequel to The Princess and the Goblin, tracing the history of the young 
miner and the princess after the return of the latter to her father’s court, where 
more terrible foes have to be encountered than the grotesque earth-dwellers, 
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A_PICTURE BOOK OF 
NURSERY _STORIES 


SOME CHILDREN’S PICTURE-BOOKS (See page 32) 
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BLACKIE’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


NEW “GRADUATED” SERIES 


With coloured frontispiece and black-and-white tllustrations 


O child of six or seven should have any difficulty in reading and 
understanding unaided the pretty stories in the 6d. series. 

od. series the language used is slightly more advanced, but is well within 
the capacity of children of seven and upwards, while the 1s. series is de- 
signed for little folk of somewhat greater attainments. 
read fo and not dy children, it will be found that the 6d. 9d. and Is. series 


are equally suitable for little folk of all ages. 
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“GRADUATED” STORIES AT A SHILLING 


Holidays at Sunnycroft. By ANNIE S. Swan. New Edition. 


At Lathom’s Siege. By SARAH TYTLER. 

Fleckie. By BEssIE MARCHANT. 

Elsie Wins. By ELLInor DAVENPORT ADAMS. 

Bears and Dacoits. By G. A. HENTY. 

Crusoes of the Frozen North. By Dr. GORDON STABLES. 
A Saxon Maid. By Eviza F. POLLarD. 

Uncle Bob. By MEREDITH FLETCHER. 

Jack of Both Sides. By FLORENCE COOMBE. 

Do Your Duty! By G. A. HENTY. 

Terry. By Rosa MULHOLLAND (Lady Gilbert). 


“GRADUATED” STORIES AT NINEPENCE 


Gipsy Dick. By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE, 

Two to One. By FLORENCE COOMBE. 
Cherrythorpe Fair. By MABEL MACKNEsS. 

Little Greycoat. By ELLINOR DAVENPORT ADAMS. 
Tommy’s Trek. By Besste MARCHANT. 

That Boy Jim. By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE. 

The Adventures of Carlo. By KATHARINE TYNAN. 
The Shoeblack’s Cat. By W. L. ROOPER. 

Three Troublesome Monkeys. By A. B. ROMNEY. 
The Little Red Purse. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 


“GRADUATED” STORIES AT SIXPENCE 


Hi-Tum, Ti-Tum, and Scrub. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 
Edie’s Adventures. By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 
Two Little Crusoes. By A. B. ROMNEY. 
The Lost Doll. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 
Bunny and Furry. By GeRALDINE MOCKLER. 
Bravest of All, By Mapet MACKNESS. 
Winnie’s White Frock. By JENNIE CHAPPELL. 
Lost Toby. By M. S. Haycrart. 
A Boy Cousin. By GERALDINE MOCKLER. 
Travels of Fuzz and Buzz. By GERALDINE MOCKLER, 
Teddy’s Adventures, By Mrs. HENRY CLARKE, 
(31) 


If the stories are 


BLACKIF’S BOOKS FOR CHILDREN 


NEW CHILDREN’S PICTURE-BOOKS 


Each of these books contains many full-page and other illustrations, a number 
of which are in colour, The text is printed in bold type, and comprises 
bright and humorous stories and rhymes, specially written for the purpose, 


IN DOORS AND OUT | STORY-BOOK TIME 


Each contains 38 colour pages, over 40 full-page black-and-white 
Illustrations, and a large number of Vignettes. Quarto, 10% 
inches by 734 inches, picture boards, 2s. 6d. each; cloth, gilt 
edges, 3s. 6¢. each. ; 

TWO SHILLING SERIES 
Quarto, 10% inches by 734 inches 


Arm-chair Stories. 
My Book of Nursery Stories. My Very Picture-Book.” 
My Very Best Book. Gosy Corner Stories. 


Our Darling’s First Book 


Twenty pages in colour, Cloth, gilt edges, 2s.; picture boards, Is. 
EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES 
Cloth, §% inches by 67% inches 
My Pretty Picture-Book. | Sunbeams. 


SIXPENNY SERIES 
Quarto, 10% inches by 734 inches 


Faithful Friends. 


Bow-Wow Picture-Book. As Nice as Nice Can Be. 
Cats and Kits. Round the Mulberry Bush, 
Friends at the Farm. Little Rosebud. 

Once upon a Time. For My Little Darling. 
Long, Long Ago. For Dolly and Me. 

Fairy Tales for Little Folk. My Own Story-Book. 
Smiles and Dimples. Play-time Pictures. 

Little Bright-Eyes. Bed-time Stories. 

For Kittie and Me. For Little Chicks. 


The cover and seven pages in colour. Picture boards. 


ONE SHILLING SCRIPTURE SERIES 
Picture boards, Quarto, 10% inches by 73% inches € 
Stories from the Life of Christ ad 
Twenty pages in colour. Picture boards, 1s.; cloth, gilt edges, 2s. ’ 
SIXPENNY SCRIPTURE SERIES 
Glad Tidings | The Good Shepherd Gentle Jesus 
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